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“I PBOFOSE to review the works of no ordinary 
poet, — Oorald Mussoy. It appears that his shitloii in 
life is obscure, and his fortunes fiir from prosperous. 
Such, also, was the eondition of Kcets, to whom he 
bears, in many features of his genius, a marvellous re* 
semblance. Keats has found patrons now ho is in his 
grave: may Massey find them on ttiis side of it! I 
have not the honor (for honor I should think it) to 
know him personally ; therefore, if I should err in niy 
ju Ignieut of his merits, the cause of my blindness will 
nut bo attributed to an over-heuted partiality. Here 
are stanzas of exquisite and almost uiirivalle<l beauty. 

.There are thoughts and expressions here whicii 

remind us of Shakespeare in the best of his sounets. 

.The reader of this criticism I hope will test its 

accuracy by the perusal of a volume wliicU contains a 
lurg^'r (quantity of good poetry than threescore osten¬ 
tatious \ulumcs by ** eminent hands.” I feci almost as 
tnujh of pleasure in bringing it farther out into public 
nutlco, as I should of pride if I had written one of its 
2iigos. Here is such poetry as tlie generous Luiircato 
will reid with approbation ; such poetry as .JettVey 
would have tosseil aside with derision, and as (Vitlord 
would have torn to pieces with despair. Cau any 
thing more or better be said for it ? ” — JVdltcr Savage 
Landor, 





POETICAL WORKS 


or 


(iERALD MASSEY. 


COMPLETE IN ONE VOLUME. 


BOSTON: 

TtOKNOR AND FIEI.DS. 

II nccc LVii. 



CAMS KID af 
ANO TOKRY, 


PRINTKRil. 



CONTENTS 


PAOS 

A BIOGRAPHIC SKETCH • . * . . xi 

TOEFACE TO THE THIRD EDITION . . . XXiil 

TO MY WUE. . 1 

THE lULIiAD OF BABE CURISTABKL . . ^ 

LONG EXPECTED . . . . . .10 

WOOED AND WON ..... 19 

SONG ........ 21 

WEDDED LOVE ...... 22 

Tins WORLD 13 i'LLL OF BEAUTY . . .28 

TO A BELOV I'D ONE ..... 30 

HOOD, W'HO THE bONO OF THE SHIRT . 32 

THE SINGER 35 

ICUAltOD ....... 30 

NOT LfSr, BUT GONE BEFORE ... 38 

THE CHIVALRY OF LABOR . . . .39 

THE CHIVALRY OF LABOR EXHORTED TO THE 

WORSHIP or BEAUTY . . . . .40 

WHJV I COME HOME.42 

THE THREE SPIRITS , . . . .44 

TO-DAV AND-TO->HORROW .... 48 

HUSBAND AND WIFE . . . . .49 

NO J1<TWELLKD REALTY IS MY 1OVB , . 61 

THE KINDLIEST KINGS . . . . .52 





• • • 
Vlll 


HARTTRS FOR BUNQART AND ROVB. 1850 . 

LOVE Iffi. 

love’s fairy ring. 

NEW year's eve in EXILE 

SONG • • • • • • • t m 

O THE WHITE SNOW CROWNS THE BILI^ . 
EIGHTEEN HUNDRED AND FORTV-EIGHT . 

THE PATRIOT ...... 

A lover’s fancy . . . • . 

BONO ....... 

IT WILL END IN THE RIGHT 

god’s WORLD IS WORTHY BETTER MEN 

OLD ENGLAND ...... 

A POOR man's wife .... 

LINES INSCRIBED TO THE REV. F. D. MAURICE 
LOVE ....... 

A SONG IN THE CITY. 

A WELCOME TO LOUIS KOSSUTH 

ONWARD AND SUNWARD • . • . 

A maiden's song ..... 
there's no dearth of kindness 

A LYRIC OF LOVE ..... 
THE FAMINE-SMITTEN . . . . . 

OUR FATliERS ARE PRAYING FOR PAUPER-i \Y 
A CRY OF THE PEOPLES . . . . 

HOPE ON, HOPE EVER . 

THE people's ADVFNT . . . . 

KISSES. 

PEACE . . . . . ' . 

. . • a • 


PAOB 

53 
. 54 
55 
. 57 

63 
. 63 

64 

. 08 
71 
. 72 
73 
. 74 
70 
. 77 
78 
. 70 
80 
. 83 
85 

. 86 
87 

. 88 
80 

. 01 
03 
. 05 
06 
.. 98 
08 

. 102 




COSmNTS* U 

PAOB 

THE HEN OF FOBTT-BIOBT , . . • XOS 

OUR .X04 

SWEKT SPIRIT OF HY LOVE . . . 106 

THE DRIP 4k .107 

A GLiMKeE OF AULD LANG-SYNE . . • 112 

SONG OF TUE RED REPUBLICAN . . • HO 

THE PATRIOT TO HIS RRIDB . . HO 

ANATUEHA MARANATHA ..... HO 

LITTLE LILYBELL.121 

THE GOLDFN WEDDING-RING .... 122 

THE UNUELOYED . . . . . 124 

DKSEKIED ....... 125 

LOVE TN IDLLNFSS.12r> 

DOWN IN AUSTRALIA ..... 127 

nil!. EXILE TO nia COUNTRY . . . 12U 

Tin: LORDS OF LAND AND HONEY . . . *131 


11TB DESblvifK FROM THE CAT SE . . 132 

THEY ARE BVT GIANTS WHILE WE KNEEL . 133 

THE CRY or THE UNEMPLOYED . . . 135 

I LOVE MY Lav'S, AND MY LOVE LOVES ME .137 
THE lllKLK VOlttH . . . . . 13*) 

THE TVURKI R . . . . . .141 

THE vn \KLMM. OF THE PEOPLE . 142 

PRE^S ON ...... . 143 

MERRY (URI^IMAS KVE . . . . 145 

all’s llU.lir WITH THE WORLD . . 1J7 

SON 1 ....... 14H 

A CHAUNT.148 

SONG • <.140 

ENGLAND .GOES TO BATTLE .... 150 



X 




Craiqcbqok CASTtB uiBy be read ae a continuous Poem, 
or divided into separate P%ems. To facilitaiigrererence 
for the casual reader, the following list of Parts and 
Pages IS subjoined. 

fs 

P4CR 

CRATGCROOK CASTLE . ... 153 

TUL mother’s idol BROKliV . . . lV3 

LADY LAURA ...... 191 

GLIMPSES OF THE WAR .... 227 

THE BRIDEOROOM OF BEAUTY . . . 20) 

CRUMBS iROM THE TABLE .... 277 

. 289 


ONLY A DRE\M 



A BIOaRAPHIC SKETCH. 




A 

BIOGRAPniC SXETCn. 


1'hk reader of the miHcellaneous literature of the 
day has doubtmet >!vith the luiiue of Gei*?\ld 
Mawy atlaidit'd to poems strikingly l»eautiful m 
Jan j;uago ami iiit<‘nM‘ly pabsioiiate in ii'eliiif^. Tliesc 
pot HIM lui\o Imrc^toforo Ix'cn puhli^lied cJiiefly in. 
journals whieh are yet in a gr<‘at im^asure lahmnd 
in uliak are regarded as “ resj>oet4ible lit(‘r.iry eir- 
t les.” The “ Spirit of Freed<jin,” a eheaji journal, 
.'•hirted in 15^49, and written exelnsi\(4y by \\ork- 
iiig-ni(*n, lontained a large nuinln’r of tluau ; and 
«>th<‘rs ha\e hinee appeared in the “ Christian So- 
eialipt,” a ehoiip kinrnal conducted by Clergymen 
ol the Cliureh of England; and jnany others also, 
(»f gr«‘ut beauty, have been ]mblihhed in tbe 
“ Lea<1er,'’ a remarkably able journal conducted 
bv Tlioriiton Hunt, the Son oi the jioet. 

Vou he(* at onee that the writer is a man of vi\id 
g(‘iiius, and is full of the true poidie tire, fcsoim* of 
his earllor pieces art' indignant ex])OstulationH 'with 
soeit ty at tlie 'wrongs of sufieriiig humanit 3 ' ; pas¬ 
sionate protests against those liidc^us t]isj>aritit's of 
life whieli meet our cyo on e\ery side : l^giunst 
pow or 'wrongfully ust*d ; agiiinst fraud ana Appres- 
bion in their more rampant forms; mingled 'with 
app(*al8 to the hig^licr inBucnces of kno'wlodge, jus- 
tiee, mercy, traUi, and love. It is uhvnys thus 
with the jsK't 'who has worked his way to the light 
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through darkness, suffering, and toil. Give a poor 
down-trodden man culturo, and in nine coses out of 
ten, ^on only inorease his sensitiveness to pain ; you 
agonize him with the sight of pleasures which''aro 
to lilm forbidden ; you quicken his sense of despair 
at the irigbtful inoquaUtios of the human lot. 
There are thousands of noble natures, witti min^ 
which, under better otrcumstanoes, would have 
blessed and glorified their race, who have been for 
ever blasted — crushed into the mire — or con¬ 
demned to courses of desperate guilt * — for one 
■w ho, like Gerald Massey, has nobly risen above his 
trials aud tem]>tatioiiB, and triumphed over them. 
And when such a man do'^s find a vfuco, surely 
‘•rose-water'* verses and “hot-pressed** sonnets 
are not to be expected of him ; such thhigs are not 
by any means tlie natural prottucts of a life of dt's- 
perah struggling with poverty. *VVlien tli(‘ self- 
risen and sell-educated man speaks and writes 
now-a-(lays, it is of thi‘ subjects nearest to his liear^. 
Ijit«Tature is not a mere intelligent opicurism with 
men who have safiered and grown hut a real, 

earnest, patoionate, vehement, living thing— a 
power to move others, a means to <‘ievate them¬ 
selves, and to emaiicij>atc their order. This is a 
marked jHHJuliarity of our times ; knowledgt* is nf>w 
more tlian ever regarded ns a power to eb*\ate, not 
merely individuals, but classes. Jlenee the most 
intelligent of working-men at this day are iiitonsely 
political; wo merely state this as a fad not to lx* 
ilisputed. In f<rn*mer times, when literature wtX'i 
regarded mainly in the light of a ri<*h man's luxury, 
poets who rose out of the working-class sung as 
their paiirons wished. Bloomfield and Clare sang 
of the ^iet beauty of rural life, and painted }iic- 
tures or uvening skies, purling brooks,‘and grassy 
meads. Bums could with difficulty repress the 
“ Jacobin spirit which burned within him ; and 
yet even he was rarely, if ever, political in his tone. 
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nU strongest veiises, hayine a jmlitical bearingi^ 
were those addressed to theBooU^ Represcntatf\gB 
in reference to the Kjccise regnlatious as to the dis¬ 
tillation of whiskey. But eomn down to our own 
day, and mark the dilTorcnce: Elliot, Nichol, Bam- 
ford, tlie author of Ernest,” the Chartist Epic, 
Bavis, the “ Belfast Man,” Do Jean, Massey, and 
many others, are intensely politiml; and they de¬ 
fend themselves for their selection of subjects as 
Elliot did, when he said, “ Po^'try is impassiomHl 
truth ; and why should we nut utter it in the 
shape that touches our condition the most closcdy 
— the pollt'cal?” But how it happens that tlio 
writings of working-men now'-a-days so generally 
assume the politiciu tone, will bo bc^st ascertained 
from the following sketch of the life of (Jlcrald 
Mahhcy : — 

lie was born in May, 182S, and is, therefore, 
barfly twenty-throe yCfirs of age. lie first wiw the 
light in a little stone hut near ''LViiig, in Ilorta, one 
ot those miserable ah(»dcs in whieh so many of our 
happy peastry — tlnur country’s pride*—are 
ctinuomiMMl to live and <lie. One bhilling a week 
w.is the rent «>t this hovel, the roof of wliioh was 
bo low tluit a man could not stiind upright in it. 
Masw'^ ’s father was, and still is, a canal Ix^atman, 
earning the wages of ten shillings a we<'k. Like 
most other piMScUits in this “ highly-favortvl Chrih- 
tian country,” he has had no opportunitiw of o<hi- 
eation, and never could write his own name. But 
Ch'rahl Massoy was blessed in his mother, from 
whom ho derived a finely-organized brain and a 
HUbooptihlo temperaimmt. Though quite illitorate 
like lit‘r husband, *«ho had a firm, free spirit—it’s 
broken now ! — a teniler yet courageous heart, and 
a pride of houest poverty which she never ceased to 
cherish. But she needed all her strength and 
courage to bear up under the privations of her lot. 
Sometimes the hubhaud fell out of work; and there 
b 
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no bread in the cupboard, escept what was 
purchased by the labor of the elder children, soiKve 
of whom were early sent to work in the neighbor¬ 
ing silk-mill. BiscaBe, too, often fell upon the 
family, cooped up in that unwholesome hovel: in¬ 
deed, the wonder is, not that our peasant^ should 
be diseased, and grow old and haggard hofore their 
time, hut that they should exist at all in such lazar- 
houscs and cessfiools. 

Korio of the children of this poor family were 
educated, in the common acceptance of the term. 
Stwcral of them were scut for a sliort time to a 
penny school, where the teacher and the taughl; 
were about on a par ; but so soon as they wore of 
ago to work, the cliildren were sent to the silk-mill. 

po(tr cannot afford to keep their chihlren at 
school, if tliey arc of an ago to work and earn 
nioncv. Tliey must help to oko out their parents’ 
skndcT gains, e\cn though it bo only by a lew 
pence wiH'kly. So, at eight 3 oars of age, OoniM 
Mashcy went into the silk manufactory, rising at 
five o'clock in the morning, and toiling there till 
half-past six in the evening ; up in the gray dawn, 
or in the w'intcr hi*fore the daylight, and trudging 
to the factory through the wind or in the snow ; 
seeing the snii only through the factory windows, 
br<*at7iing an atmosphere laden with laiik oily 
vapor. In'?! ears deafened by the roar of incessant 
wheels — 


“ Still all the diT the iron wheels go onward. 

Grinding hfo down fiom its mai k , 

And the children*^ souh, which God is calling ''Uuward, 
Spin on blindly m t]ij« dark ’* 


What a life for a child I What a Hub&titnto for 
tender prattle, for childish glee, for youthful play- 
|Ume ! Then home, shivering under the cold, st.ir- 
|[c 6 s sky, on Saturday nights, with 9^., Is., or I 5 . 
3^.^ for the whole week's work, for snoh wore tho 
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respective aanoonts of the wages earned by chil<]^ 

labor of (icrald Massey. 

But the mill was burned down, and the children 
held jubilee over it. The boy stood for twelve 
hours in the wind and sleet, and mud, rejoioing in 
the conflitgration which thus liberated him. W ho 
can woilder at this? Then ho went to straw-plait¬ 
ing,—as toilsome, and, perhaps, more unwhole¬ 
some than factory--work. Without exorcise, in a 
miirsliy district, the plaiters w^e constantly hav¬ 
ing racking attacks of ague. The hoy had (he 
disease for three years, ending w’iih tertian ague. 
Sometimes four oi tlie family, anti the mtither, lay 
ill at one time, all crying with thirst, W'lth no one 
to give them drink, and each too weak to help the 
other. How little do wo know of the sulieringH 
endim‘d by the poor and struggling"clasws of our 
population, especially in our rural districts! No 
press echoes th<*ir wants, or roc*ords their suffer¬ 
ings ; and they live almost as unknown to us us if 
thc»y were the inhabitants of some iindisco\ ert'd 
country. 

xVnd now take, as an illustration, the ehild-lifo 
of Gerald Massey. “ TIaving had to t‘aru my own 
dear bread,he says, “ by tlu» eternal eheap^ming 
of flesh and blood thus early, I never know what 
chiblhood meant. [ had no eliildhood. Ever 
since I i‘\in remember, L have had the utdiJiig fear 
of want, throbbing in heart and brow. The cur¬ 
rents of my life were early poisoiuvl, and few, im*- 
thinks, would pass unscathed through the scenes 
ami circumstances in whi(*h I liave lived ; none, if 
they w<‘re as curious and precocious as 1 was. Tho 
child comes into the world like a new coin with tho 
stamp of God upon it; and in like manner as the 
Jews sweat down sovoroigns, by hustling them in 
a bag to get gold-<luflt out of them, so is tho poor 
man's child hustled and sweated down in this 1 j^ 
of society to get wealth out of it; and even ait the 



xviii A BidaiiAi^ic $kktch. 

impress of the Queen ifl oifaced by the Jewish 
prooofie, So is the image of (jrod worn from heart 
and brow, and day by day tlie child recedes de^iL- 
ward. I look buck now with wonder, nut that so 
few escape, but that any oscapo at all, to win a 
nobler growth fur their humanity. 8o blighting 
are the inflneneOH whi(‘h surround thousands in 
early lih«, to which I can bear such bitter testi¬ 
mony ” 

And how fared the gyowth of this child'c* mind 
the whiled Thanks to the rare of his motlicr, who 
had sent Jiim to thc» pc'iiny school, he had learnt to 
read, and the desire to read had l>ccu awakened. 
Books, howe\c'r, were very searce. The Bible 
and Banyan were the iirincipal; ho committed 
many chapters of the former to meraoTv, and ae- 
cepte<l all Banyan’s all'^gory as hona fide history. 
Alh'rwards he obtained access to “ Robinson Cra- 
Hoe,” and a h*w Wesleyan tracts loft at the cottage, 
.'flu'se constitahni his K>le rtnidiiig, until he came 
up to Loudon, at the age of fifUicn, a** an errtiiid- 
bo^ ; un<l now, for the first time in his life, ho met 
woth plenty of books, reading all that came in liis 
way, from Lloyd’s Pemny Times,” to Uobbe^tt’s 
Works, “ rrench without a Master,*' together 
wdtli Kngliftli, Roman, and Grecian history. A 
ishing aw^akenmeiit ensueil, — the delightful 
sense <if growing knowledge, —the charm of new 
thought, — the woiid* rs of a new worbi. “Till 
then,” ho sa^s “ I had wondered why I lircd at 
all, — whether 

* It was not bettt*r not to be, 

I WHt} BO lan of misery.’ 

Now I liegan to think that the crow^n of all desire, 
and the ^um of all cAistenoe, was to rca<l and g('t 
knowic<lgc. Read! road! read' 1 list'll to read 

>- all poHsible times, and in all possible ])liiccs ; 
in bod till two or three in the morning,— 

' s 4 
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nothing daunted by onoo sotting the bed on ilire% 
Gseatly indebted was 1 also ti> the bookstalls^, 
where X have read a great deal, often folding a leaf 
in a bor»k, and returning tlio next day to continue 
the subject; but sometimes the book was gone, 
and then great was my grief! When out of a 
situation, 1 have often gone without a meal to 
purchase a book. Until I fell in love, and began 
to rhyme as a matter of const'queneo, L no\cT had 
the least predilection for poetry.* In fact, I always 
esi’hewtKi it; if I ever met with any, I instantly 
skipped it over, and p;u<«ed on, (me docs w'itli 
the doscripcion of scenery, &c., in a novel. I al¬ 
ways lovtMi the birds and flowers, the woodh and 
the stales ; 1 felt delight in l)eing alone in a Bonmier- 
■W(w>d, with song, like a spirit, in the tnvs, and the 
golden MinMiurslH glinting through tht* verdurous 
roof; and was ecinwdouH of a in\st<»rions eroe]iing 
of the blood, and tingling of the wla‘ii 

Manding alone in the btarry midnight, as in God’s 
own j»rt'Henoe-chauil)er. But until I began to 
rhyjiie, 1 cared nothing for written jmetr^. The 
first ver*^eH I e\<'r made wrero upon ‘ Ifopc*, when 1 
was utUu’ly bopelehs; and alter I had begun, I 
never c<*u8ed for about four years, at the end of 
which time [ rushed into print.” 

There was, of courses crudeness both of thought 
and expri'Sftiou in tliS first verses of the po('t, which 
were puhlislied in a proviiieial }»a)HT. But there 
was nerve, rhythm, and poetry ; th(' burthen of tho 
Bung wan, “ At e\«*n-thi)e it shall Ik* light.” The 
lea£iig idea of the jioem was the power of knowl¬ 
edge, A irtiu*, and timiperanoe, to elevate the con¬ 
dition of the poor, — a noble Idea truly. Shortly 
after he was encouraged to print a shilling volume 
of “ Poems and Chansons,” in his native town of 
'I'ring, of whieh some 250 copies were sold. Of 
his lut(T poems we sliall afterwards speak. 

But a now power was now working upon bis na- 
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Jtrue, as might have been eirpeetod, •— the power of 
opiniun, as expressed in books, and in the discus*^ 
sions of his foUow-workors. 

“As an errand-boy,’’ he says, “1 had, of 
course, many hardships to undergo, and to bear 
with much tyranny; and that led mo into reason* 
ing upon mim and tilings, the causes of«-m]B&ry, 
the anomalies of our societary state, politics, &c., 
and the circle of my being rapidly out-surged. 
New power caQio«to me with all that 1 taw, and 
thought, and rosid. I studied political works,'— 
such as Paine, Volnoy, llowritt, Louis Blanc, 
which gave mo another element to mould into my 
\crse, though I am eoniinecd that a poet must 
sjicntict* much if ho write |iarty-polil ical poetry. 
His j)olitics must bo above the pinnacle ul party 
real; the politics of Tternal truth, right, ana jus¬ 
tice. Ho must not waste a life on wdiat io-niorrow 
may prove to have been merely the «picstu>ii of a 
day. The Froufh Revolution of 1S*1S had the 
greatest effect on me of any circumstancu conn< eted 
with my own life. It wa-s scarred and blood-bumt 
into the very core of my biing. Tins little volume 
of mine is the fruit thereof.” 

But, meanwhile, ho had been engaged In other 
literary work. Full of new thoughts, and bursting 
with aspirations for freedom^ he started, in April, 
1849, a cheap journal, writt^ cnthtely by wcurkr 
ing-men, cntitli^, ** The Spirit ofc ” it 

was full of fiery earnestness, and half of its weekly 
contents were supplied by Gerald Massey hiiaself, 
w’ho acted as cditoi. It cost him five situations du¬ 
ring a period of eleven months, — twice bi'<*auso he 
was detected burning candle far into the night, and 
throe times because of the tone of the opinions to 
which he gave utterance. The French Revolution 
of 1818 having, among^jt Its other issues, kindled 
the zeal of the worki^^iuah in this country in the 
cause of association, Gerald Massey eagerly joined 
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them, a&d he has been reoeKitly^ issfrumeiktal 
giving some impedtus to that praiseworthy move¬ 
ment,— the object of which is to permanently 
elevate the conaition of tho producing classes, bv 
advancing thorn to tho status of capitalists as well 
as laborers. 

A word or two as to Gerald Massey’s recent 
poetry. Bear in mind that he is yet but a youth; 
-—at twenty -throe a man can scarcely be said fair¬ 
ly to have cntc^red his uiaiih€«>d; and yet, if wo 
except Robert Nioliol, who died at twenty-four, 
we know of no Bnglisli poet of his class, who lias 
done ahy thing to coinjkiro with him. Some of 
his most biMutiful pieces originally appeared in 
the columns of the “ Lc‘adcr.” Th<y give you the 
i(h*a of a practised hand — one who nos reached 
tho full prime of his poetic ^manhood. Take, for 
instance, his “ Lyrics of Tjovo,'* so full of bwiuty 
and tendemeBS. Nor are his “ Songsul Progress’* 
less full of poetic ])Ower and beauty. 

Gerald Mosst^y is a teacher tlirongh tho lu'art. 
lie is familiar with tho passions, and leans to^vards 
tho tender and lo>iiig as|s'ct of <iiir nature. lie 
takes after Burns more than after Wor<lsworth, 
Elliot rather than Thomson, llo is hut a young 
man, though he has crowdinl into his twenty-three 
years already tho life of an old man. lie lias won 
his experience in the school of the poor, and nobly 
oatnoa his title to speak to them as a man .and a 
brother, dowered with “ the hate of liato, the 
scorn of scorn, the love of lo\e.” 

Extract from ^‘•Ehza Cook's Joumal^'^ 1851. 




PREFACE 

TO THE TIIIRI) liigITION. 


' I T>0 not like to 'write a Preface. I do not think 
a volume of verse should lun^d one. Hut, uh my 
Book has r(*acliod a Third Edition, and a« almost 
as inueli has Iwn said aThiut myself as about my 
Book, perhnjiK 1 may oxcubed, even by the Pri‘- 
faee-imter, if f do take this op}»ortiuuty of M:iyinj; a 
few words. 1 have hgen coiihidcraldy for 

tlio jjulitieal opinions wliieli it contains, — as I ex- 
p(‘cte<l to f)e. Before printiiijr^ 1 nd\ibed jiot 
to include the iwlitieal piect^s, as, it v\ae uvwed, 
they would prove an obstacle to the snci'Cbs of iny 
Poetry, and <»h>bO the dra-wiii^-rooin <loor against 
mo. And if 1 Imd looked on the success of my 
Book in a poetical light alone, 1 bliouhl mA have 
printed the greaUT j>urtion of tlie )>ulitieal verses. 
But that 'Was not the sole ])oIiit of \iew. Those 
verst's do not express what I tliliik ami fotd now, 
since they were written some five ca* six jeurs ago : 
yet they oxpri'SS what I thought au<l felt then, and 
what ihovsaiuls beside mo have thought and felt, 
and what thousands still think and feci. They 
W'ore the outiomo of a peculiar and mai^^ed ex* 
perienco. 1 printetl the “ Memoir,” so that they 
might bo read in tho light, or gloom, of that ex¬ 
perience, and the Book contain iis own excuse. 
Thc*y liuvo not read mo aright, who have not so in¬ 
terpreted it. I have been mame«l for tho rebellious 
feelings to which the political pieces give utterance; 
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but they were perfectly natural under the circum* 
*BtanceB, Inde^> I loeh upon those same rebetUous 
feelingb as my very deliverance from a fatal slough. 
Tlmro are conditions in which many of the poor 
exist, where humanity must be either rebel or 
slave. For the slave, degradation and moral death 
aro certain; but for the rebel there is Always a 
chance of IxHromiiig conqueror; and the foroo to 
ri'bist is iar bi»tt<'r than the faculty to succumb. 

It is not that J sock to sow dissensio*! between 
class an<l doss, or iliug iirehiandb among the com¬ 
bustibles of society ; fur when I smite the hearts of 
my follows, I would lathcr they should gush with 
the Iie.iling watc^rs ol lo\t‘. than with the fcarlul 
finss of hatiod. 1 yeain to laiw them into loxoable 
beings 1 xvoiild kindle in tiio hearts (d the masses 
a smiso of the beauty and grandeur of the universe, 
call forth the luioaiiunts oi yixiiiity in thoir poor 
woin fates, givo tlieni glimpst^ of the giaco and 
gloiy oi liO\o and thi' marxollous sigmiiianee of 
Jjift‘. and eh xatc the skindard cd riuiiiaiiity loi all. 
Hut strange wrongs art' dady done in the land, 
bitter f<»elings arc felt, aiitl wild words will bo 
spoken It Wtis not for m^s'lf alone that 1 wrote 
those things • it was always the condition of othere 
that so tiftcn made the mist use up and cloud my 
vision. Nor was it ft»r mysdf that I have uncur- 
taineil some set'iit's of my life to the public gaze, 
but 08 an illustration of the lives of others, wht> 


suffer and toil on, ** die, and make no sign , and 
because one''s own pt'rsonal experience is of m to 
value than that of others taken u|.>on hearsay. 

So I ke<*p my political xerses os memorials of my 

e ast, as one might keep some woru-out gxrmeut 
I'canse he hud pas^^ si through the furnace in it, 
nothing doubting that iu the future they will ofWi 
prove my pixspirt to the hearts and homes of 
thousands of the poor, wbeA the minstrel comes to 
their door with aomething better to bring tliem. 
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^ej will know Uiat 1 have aaffered their eoiOEbr^ 
wopt their tear^, thought their thoughts, atiid* 
felt thoir feelings; and they will trust mo. 

I have been congratulut^ by somo correspond¬ 
ents on the uses of Buffering, and the riches 1 have 
wrung from Poverty : as though it were a blessed 
thing to he born in the condition in which I was, 
and surrounded with untoward circumstances as I 
have been. My expcrioD<‘e tells me that Poverty is 
inimical to the dovelt>pTiient ol JJLumanity’s nubh^t 
attributes. Poverty is a n "vcr-ceasing struggle 
for the moans of living, and it makes one hard 
ahd selBsh. To be sure, n<iblu lues have been 
nrouglit out in tlio stemfst j)o\erty. Many such 
are being wrought out now, >>y tho unknown heroes 
and Martyrs ol the Poor. I have known men and 
women in the very worst eircniobtciiifi'S, to whom 
heroism seemed a lieritage, and to be noble a natural 
way of living. But they were so in spite of tlieir 
poverty, and not bccaubo ol it. What they might 
have boon if tho world had done better by them, T 
oanui^t tell, but if their ininds had betm enriched 
by culture, the w'orld had been the gainer. When 
Christ said, “ Blessed are they who suffer,” ho did 
nut Speak of those who sufior from want and hun¬ 
ger, and who always soo the Bustile looming up 
and blotting out tho sky of their future. Such 
SLifferiug brutalizes. Truo iititiires ripen and 
strengthen in suffering; but it is that suffering 
which chastens and ennobles, — that which clears 
the spiritual sight, — not tho anxiety lest work 
should fail, and the want of daily bread. The 
boauty of Suffering is not to be read in tho face of 
Hunger. 

Above all, Poverty is a cold place to write Poetry 
in. It is not attractive to poetical induonces. Tho 
Muses do not like entertainment which is not fit for 
man or beastfi Nor do the best^fruits of Poetry 
ripen in tlie rain, and shade, and wind alone; they 
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want sunahine, warmtb, and the open sky. And 
should the heart of a poor man break into song, it 
ie likely that his poverty may turn into hailstones 
that which might have fallen on the world in fruo^ 
tifying rain. A poor man, fighting hie battle of 
life, has little time for the rapture of repose which 
Poetry demands. He cannot take Poetry like a 
Bride to his hmrt and homo, and devote a life to 
her service. He can only keep some innermost 
chamber of his heprt sacred for her, from, whence 
he gets occasional glimpses of her wondrous beauty, 
v^hen lie can steal away from the outward striie, 
like some <‘hild who has found a treasure, and 
steals aside tg look on it in st^cret and alone, lest 
rude and importunate comptinious bhould snatch it 
from the posscsbor^s hands Considering all things, 
it may appctir madness tor a poor man to attempt 
Poctiy ill the f.ice of the barriers that surround 
him. So many hearts have Imh?!! broken, so many 
lives have bt^ii waited, so many lions are in the way 
of the (jate Beautitul, and so luuny wrecks lie by 
the path ! And so it is, — a diseased madneks, or 
a divine one. If the dibcusc, then thi^re is no help 
for a man ; if the dhluo, then therf is no hinder- 
anee for him. 

Who would not pity the poor versifier nt tlie 
outset of his career ? But wrlio would not also re¬ 
joice witli him in the end, when the world crowns 
niin a Poet with pmans of acclaim ? And. in bpito 
of all things, there w'ill be Poetry in the midbt of 
poverty, hiven Uicre is scarcely a space |Vi the 
world so barren but some plot of natural richticss 
will be running all to flowers,— some type of love¬ 
liness will be starting np from Karth's iiimr 
of Beauty, even in waste and wilderness, on rock 
and ruin, in Alpine snows and sandy solitudes,— 
so is it with Poetry, the Flower of Humanity. Jt 
will continually to sprin^l^, in its aiaturul 
v^ky, in the moiS^hloak ana barren bye-ways of tlie 
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trorld, as well as in the tjchoet and most cultiyate<L 
pastures The winds of heaven« or the birds of 
<^od, will drop the seed, nnd the flower will follow^ 
even though sown amid the bushes and brambles of 
the ol)scuro8t hamlet, or in the crevices of the mty 
pavement. Not that the wilderness, or the rock, 
or the f>aow8, are tho Attest places to roar flowers 
of most exquisite fragrance and beauty ; neither 
arc J^ovorty and Ponui*y, with their hell of torture, 
and daily wrestle with grim l)<.^ith, the Attest soil 
to grow and pt^rfeei tho flower of Poetry. The 
gi*eati8t origiiiiil Genius can only dcvelopo itself 
according to tho eircuinbtiinces which emiron it. 
If needs food to nourish it, and time and opportu¬ 
nity to unrt>hl it. If it laek those, it must remain 
dwarfed ami stunted, and perhaps witlier and die. 

Jlesiilos, It is not wdiile the Aght is raging, and 
tho struggle is sore, that the Poet csin sing. lie 
must Arst do battle and o\erconie, climb froiii tho 
stir and strife, and be able to watch from his 
mountain whore he dwells apart. Tho fulk'st and 
rarest striams of Poetry only flow through a mind 
at peace. The mirror of the Poet's soul must bo 
calm and clear : else it w'ill give forth distoi^ted re¬ 
flet *t ions and false imagings 

Had I known, when I began to Avrite verses, 
what I know now, 1 think 1 should haA’O been in¬ 
timidated, and not have begun at all. So many 
and so glorious arc tho luminaries already up and 
shining, that onu would pause before hoisting a 
rushlight. But I was ignorant of tht^^se things. 
And as I have begun, and cunouered some prelim¬ 
inary difllcultios, — as £ have tx^en sweated down 
to the proiXT jockey-weight at whieh I can ride 
Pegasus with little danger of spraining his wings, 
— and as a purpose has gradually and unconscious¬ 
ly grown upon me, —1 dare say 1 shall go on, 
making the best of my limited materials, wuh the 
view of writing some soa^ that may become door 
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to the hearts of the people» cheering them in their 
sorrows, voicing their aspirations, lighting them 
on the way up which they are groping darkly after 
better things, and saluting tTieir triumphs with 
hymns of victory! 

L cannot conclude without thanking those Critics 
who have given mo so gemerous a welcome. And I 
would also thank thobo who have not spared my 
faults, or dwelt tenderly on my failings. Thej, 
also, have duiu^ me good, and I am grateful for it. 
Friendly praise is somewhat like a warm bath,— 
apt to enervate, ebpeeially if wo stiiy in too long ; 
but friendly censure is like a rold hath, braeing 
and healthiul, though we are alwa 3 S glad to got 
out of it. Some of the Critics have called rae a 
“Poet;’* but th<it word is much too lightly 
spoken, much too freely bandied about. I know 
W'hat a Poet is too well to fancy that 1 am one ^et. 
It is a high sland.ird that I st^t up 1113 self, and I 
do n 4 >t ask it to he loweri^ to roach my stature ; 
nor would J have the Poet’s awful erown dimin¬ 
ished t 4 > mete my leshi^r brow. 1 may have that 
something within which kimlles ilaiiK' like at the 
breath ut Love, or mounts into sonp in the promuuo 
of Beauty ; but so have many aviiu are not Poets. 
If I were a Critic, I should bo savagely severe on 
this subject. The dearth of Poetry should be great 
in a country where vre hail as Poets such as lia\c 
been crowncni ol late. 

For myself, J have only entered the lists, and in¬ 
scribed my name: the race has yet 10 Im run. 
Whether I shall run it, and vidn the Point's crown, 
or not, time alone will prove, and not the pr<*dLc- 
tion of friend or foe. The crowns of Poetiy are 
not in the kin^ping of (’ritics. There have been 
many who have •given some sign of promise,— 
just Set a rainbow of hope in the dark cloud of 
their life, — add never fulhllcd their promise; and 
the world has wondered why. * But.it might not 
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-bci^e been matter of 'wonder if the world could 
have road what 'vtas writti'n behind the cloud. 
Others, again, are songful in youth, like tlio 
nlghting.ilea in Spring, who soon cease to sing, 
because they htuo to build nests, rear their young, 
and provide for them ; and so the songs grow 
silent, —• the heart is full of cares, and the dream¬ 
er has no time to droum. 1 liopc th<it my future 
holds some happier fate. 1 think there is a 'work 
for mo to do, and 1 trust to ucci aiplish it. 

OERALl) 31A&SKY 

April ^ 1854. 



TO MY WIFE. 

JjTKK tliobo AiiiljahKiilors of c>l<1, that >\cnt 
To tin* liir Orient hiiul, with kindly j^ifts 
or GoM, M» ro^!il-rare and wondroiib line ; 

And Jeweh — from wdiieh ii Nuhtle spirit lookt — 
To lU'btle riehly ])ctwi‘eu lieiiuty's hroasts — 

And erow'n her ^or«;;eous brows w itli w iiikiji;^; llaino 
Or clothe Inn* starril^ as Queenly >iiii<;ht, 

And found that land a g;ai*den where they grew, 
[ja^ibli, as all tlie dews were turiiM to g<‘jub, 

So bring I thee*, Sweet Lady of my love. 

My gems which I ha\e garner'd up, hi liml 
ILiW jjooi iiiey art‘ beside thy peerless w^ealth. 

Th' El^ysliiiu wh('re thy tender spirit dwells 
Is w'ritten o'er with thoughts of beauty, thick 
As starry Tny*<teries written on the night. 

Thy realm is rich in Memory’s golden mims, 

And flashing out with harvest-fields of Hope. 

My Muse ! that inovcth swathed witli huluT light 
Throned on the regnant heights of W omaiihood 
In all thy *Juinnier beauty, warm as when * 

I lookt out on the sunny sido of Life, 

And saw theo sumiiieriug like a blooming Vino, 
That I'eaeheth globes of wine in at the lattice 
By the riin' armful, with ambrosial smile. 

The flying Caros hut toueli thy liife's lair 
Lightly as swimming shadows dusk the 1jakG« ' 
Come sit thee down, de.ir, by my side, To-nu^t; 
The world shut out, our little world shut in T 
Where we are happy as the Bird whose nest 
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, Is lu^aveil'd in tiic heart of purple IlilJs, 

Or region *d in the palmy top of life, 

Where sleep is dark and lusty ns leaves in June : 
Now shut thine eyes, and see a pageant bloom - 
Upon the dark, — a Vision sweeping 
I was a dweller amid shadows giiui: 

Till Fant-DOM touch! my yearning ey<*8, and lo ! 

Life in a shining circle, rounding rose. 

As heuveii on heaven goes up the jewell’d night. 
New Hoods t)f* pa^jHiouato life swirl'd at my heart, 
Like Ocean-surges rolling round the world: 

And Frfuiou wms my glittering Bride. For ino 
She walkt the world as a Divinity, 

Sang like a Spirit in lafe’s darken'd wa^v®* 

I' the Kainbow' reacht fortli girdling arms of love, 
To clasp the l’napj)arent to the Fartli,— 

Turn'd common tlniigs ti» beauty : as tlio sun 
Doth kindle gh»ry in the gv;it.s and dust — 

Went foitli flame-pliiinod, in t'h.iriot sublime. 

And rodc‘ the wiiuls, like Ijim wli(> walks tin* worlds 
When the roused Storm-(hid strode his War-Horse, 
Ocean, 

That sloughs the foam w ith Hv iug inane of fire ! 
And when the fresh iSTovn Huwer'<l like a Koso, 
Birds sang of her, and all tlu'ir liajjpy hearts 
Bang out in music, Leaves clapt f.iery hands. 

The Flowers ftir joy stood tearlul in Inu* gloiy. 
And World went singing, unto Worhl, ol Frkldom. 
And I would blazon her melodious ii.iine, 

Sing suiiLt‘ wiM pijoaii should touch the world to 
tears. 

Or chariot it to battle in ]i(*r <\ni.se 
For O ! hC^r softest breath, tiiat might not stir 
The summer gossamer tremulous on its throne, 
MaJfiOS the crown'd 'fyrants stirt with realmlcss 
*•' looks! 

1 would liavo given the lustre of my life 
Xo add one jewel to her Diadem ! 

And then thou cam'st, and Love grew lord of all. 
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Look iiow the Sun puts out the eyes of fire! 

So when Lo\e’s royal glance iny lattieti lit, 

The fires of Freedom whiten’d on my hearth. 

The sh^eping Beauty in iny heart*H charm’d Palace 
Woke at kiHs. ]VIy life was set aliush, 

As Roses red<len \\hen the Spring moves l>y, 

And thc'^reen liuds peer <nit like eyes, to see 
T1 ic delicate Spirit wJiObO sweet prcbimco stirr'd 
them. 

ITow my heart ripen'd in its flooding spring ; 

Ah when the sa]) ruiiH up the tingling trees, 

Till all the Hunny life laughs out in leaves, 

And lifts its fluttering wingr'! So my heart felt 
With siK'li hrave sliootH of glory Imrsting up, 

Ah it had flc)vr(‘r'd for liinnortafity. 

The heu^htH of Being eaiiio <uit fv<mi thidr cloud, 
Af* the elilfs kiiulle when tlic Moriiing conies 
SvN tmming the utmost Sea in rinhiy haste, 

With foam of glor;y ; and the viihy light. 

Like mellow wine, riiiiH down rt motest hills. 

Thou cain'st, my B})arkling Bird of P»iradiw'! 

With a suit murnmriiig as of winiiow'ing wings 
That fold the nest so l)o\e-1iko tenderly ! 

With hrowH that parted lovely wavcH of hair, 

Aticl took the ga/.ev’n eye like some white Grace ! 
Eyes, loving Lirge! Lips Jlouri-like, that light 
A soul to glory w ith their kiss of tire ; 
vVnd eh(‘ekH fresh misted with the hlooin of Morn. 
And thou didst move, a Splendor ’mid Life's Shad¬ 
ows, 

Making a. Kianhrandt Picture. So the .Stars 
In all their glory pass the shrinking Dark. 

O, I was Htiri'd as though a Spirit vv'ent h}- ; 

Or I had met some awful Loveliness, 

That haunts the rinilni of Dreams, or duskly ^oats 
Across thp wondering solitiules of Thought. 

So I/ovo was lord of all. I touch my lyre, 

And lov'c o’erflows my lieart, and floods my hand'. 
Love makes all dear delights so soothly sweet, 
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Life pants heart-stiOcd with its luscious load, 

Like young Earth claspt in Juno’s voluptuous arms. 
Faint with her fragrance, flooded up in flowers. 
Love’s life divine, and Beauty is its smile. 

O Love will make the killing crown of tliom 
Burst into blossom on the Martyr's brow ! 

Upon Love’s bosom Earth fltmts like an A*rk 
Stifely through all the Deluge of the dark. 

Love rays us round ns glory swatlu's a star. 

And, from the mystic touch of lips and palins, 
Stroains I’osv warmth enough t' illume a world: 
Ami ypirit-eyc's, from out the purpling glooms, 
Mark Jiow' we feed this liiiman Alt.ir-llame, 

How sptMHls this riijeiiing into Deity ' 

What glittering robes for imiiiurt.ility 
Trail starry Ta<liaTice tlmnigli our night of Fiarth! 
And in our home thy prcsenoc makelli Love 
A Mortal, whi> hath died to ris • again. 

Immortal, in its nobler life wilh tliee. 

O ^JO^e ! buhlime me unto Inlti things; 

Boll up my Orb from I^lS'^iol^s misting Deep, 

To climb the heights of 'fhouglit’s eternal V^ist; 
And though it shine not ’iiiiil the Suns of Song, 

To set a world sweet-mnrmurmg in its light. 

Like Memnoii at tiie radiant touch <d' Dawn, 

I know each Star hath its own perfect ]>laec 
In heaven, though it may have no name on Earth. 
I hope my hope, and dream my ilream that life 
Witn mo shall yot rhig out iiiolodious, 'tw ixt 
The silences of heaven and the gr.i\e. 

O Labor ! blind and feeling for the day ! 

Might I go forth i') peer with eagle keii 
Into the bless*‘d land of promise, where 
The Future like a truitfuJler Summer sits 
Ripening Her Eden silently, to hoar 
The' crow'ning flower of coiisummated Life,— 
Where Freedom ’b Song-Birds fly', to build their 
nests, 

And warm to life their brood of darling dreams: 
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Then ace thy dark face lighten at my news. 

And hearten thco to lift up grander hro^a 
With light oVrflowing lik<» a shining Sea. 

1 SCO a shape l^hind a mist, that hums 

thf3 flushing distance of snino nni^eeii Onal ; 

That grows with gazing on, like Tjo\er’8 b(*auty. 
With hoi^koning smiles the Glory draws me on; 
One hand points up, one liolds a glitteriiig erovKn, 
For m<* to eliiiib and wear with lordlier growth, 
And airy Voiees call me, bid me Jeii]) 

In Victory’s Car as it goe** bickering by. 

|And Thou, dear Wife! with exultatioh lit, 

W'ilt A\ecp })roud tt‘ar8 t' enrich my wine of joy,— 
A o<^8lli<*r euj) than e\er Anthony’^ Queen 
Mugfiiiiei'nt * drank in her voluptuous \eiii! 


TIIK liAlAAO OF BAJIK riimSTABEL. 

WjiKV Danae-Karth bares all lier charms. 

Ami gives tin* G<)d lier jierfeel llower. 

Who ill the siinribin<*'b goldt‘ii sliow'cr, 

Leaps warm into her amorous arms ! 

When buds are hurbting on the brier. 

And ill! the kindled greenery glows, 

Ami life hath richest ov’orflows. 

Ami morning tiiddh are fringed W'iih tire; 

When young Mauls feel Love stir i" the blood. 
Ami wantmi with the kissing leaviM 
And branches, and the ipiick sap heaves, 
And dances to a ripen’d lluod ; 

Till, blow'ii to its hidden hr‘art with sighs, 

Ivovo’b rod rose burns i’ the cheek tjo dear, 
And, as st'a-jew'cls upwrard p^r, 

Lovo thou gilts melt through their Swimming eyes 
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When Beauty walks in bravest dress, 

And, fed with April’s mellow showers, 

‘ The €;arth laughs out with sweet li'lay^flowcrs 
That flush for ^ ery happiness : 

And Spider-Puek suoh wonder wea\os 

O’ nights, and nooks of greening gloom 
Are rieh with violets that bloom 
In the cool dark of dewy leaves. 

• 

When Hose-buds drink the fiery win© 

Of Dawn, wdth eriinsoii stains i’ the mouth, 
All thirstily as yearning Youth 
From ]iU\e’s hand drinks the draught dhine; 

And honey’d plots arc drowsed with Jleis 
And Larks r.iin music by the bhowir, 

While singing, binging hour b^ hour, 

Song like tX Spirit bits i the Treib ! 

When fainting hearts lorgit tlieir feus. 

And in the pooiest Lih*'s bait eu]) 

Some rare wine runs, ami Hope Isiilds up 
Her riiiubuw oxer Miiimi^ b tc«iis ! 

It fell upon a morry May morn, 

I’ the perfect prime of that sA^eet lime 
When daisies wliiti^n, wondbimb climb,— 
The dear Babe Christabel was born. 


Al |4 night the Stars bright watches kt^pt. 
Like Gods that look a golden calm; 
The Silence dropt its precious balm, 
And the tired world serenely slept. 
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Tho birds wcro ds-rklinp; in the nost, 

Or bosom’d in voluptuous trees ’ 

On bods of flowers the panting breeze 
Had kist its fill and sank to r('st. 

All night beneath the Cottage eaves, 

A lohely light, with tremulous Arc, 

Surged back a space tho sea of dark, 

And glanced among tho glimmering loa\cs. 

9 

Without! the quiet heavens al)ovo 

The nest of life, did lean and brood ' 

Within ! tho Mother’s tears of blood 
Wet the Gethbemano ol her lo^c ^ 

And when the ]Morn with froli<* /est, 

Lookt tliruiigh the curtaiiih ol tlie night, 

'rh<*re was a tlearer dawn ot light, 

A tenderer life tin* Mother’b i)r<«at' 

Ah! bliss to make the brain reel wild * 

The htar ncw-kindled in the dark — 

Llfi* that had fluttered like a Lark — 

Lay in her bubom a sweet Child' 

How she had felt it drawing down 

Her nesting heart more close and close,-— 

Her robo-hud ripening to a Rose, 

That blie should one <lay see full-blown ' 

How bh© had throhb’d with hopes and fears, 

And strain’d her inner e;yes till dim, 

To BOO tho eomiiig gh»ry swim 
Through tho rich mist of happy tears; 

For it, her woman's heart drank up 

And smiled at, ii^rrow’s darkest dole: 

And now Delight's most dainty soul 
Was crusht fur her in one rich cup! 
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Ailii ih^i^ dolteioiis lanp;uoi^ crept* 

Xiike noctar, on hi*r pain’s not drouth, 
And feeling fingers—kissing mouth — 
Being faint with joy, the Mother slept. 


Baul Clirifetahel uas loyally horn * 

For uhen the eaitli was flusht with flowers, 
And dumeht witli beauty m rainbow showers 
She came through golden gates of Morn 

No chamhor arra'^-pn tiir(‘d round, 

W Iicic Bunbiaius goldm gorgeous gloom, 

And toiieh itb gloru s into blo(mi, 

And footstoph fall a\ ithouttn sound, 

"VVae her Biith-placo that inoiry Maj-inoin, 

No gittfe WHO lieapt, no bells woie lung, 

No healths weio < iown’d, no songs were sung 
When dear Babe CJiiibtalxl was born 

But Nature on tlie darling smiled. 

And with Jur I)eaiity > blessing crown’d 
Love brood* d o’er the hallowed ground, 

And there weie Angels with the (’liild * 

And May her k'eaeR of lo\e did blow 
On amorous airs, that came to her 
AVith gifts of Fiankmconse and Myrrh, 

As came the Magi long ago 

To worship Bothlehom’s baby-^King, 

Sprin^^Birds make welcoming meniment, 
And Si the Flowers for weloome sent 
^ ^ vsecret sweetness of the Spring. 
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Witli glancing lights and shinnnering shadd^ ' 
And checks that toucht and ripolier buri^A 
May-lloaes in at the lattice yearn'd 
A-tii>too, and (jlood Morrow hade. 

No pnrplo and fine lin(*n might 

lie hhurdeil up for lic^r sweet sake: 

But Mother’s lo\o shall clothe and make 
The little wearer ricldy dight! 

t 

Wide worlds of worship are their eyes, 

'Pheir loyal hearts arc worhla of love, 

Who iondly clasp the stranger l)o\e, 

And read its news from X^aradise. 

Their looks praise God — souls sing fi)r glee : 
They think if this old -woild had toil’d 
Through ages to bring forth their child. 

It hath a glorious destiny. 


O UAi’rY Husband ! happy W ife * 

The rarest blessing Ileaven drops doT\ii, 
The sweett'st blusboui in Spring's crown. 
Starts in the furro'ws of your life! 

T 

God ! what a towering lieiglit ye win. 

Who <‘ry, Lio luy beiONod Child ! " 
And, lifi> on life sublimely piled. 

Ye touch the heaTcns and pi^ep within ! 

Look how a star of glory swims 
Down aching silences of space. 

Flushing the Darkness till its face 
W ith. beating hea^t of light oWbrims 1 
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So brightening oome Babo Christabel, 

touch the earth with fresh romance, 
And light a Mother’s countenance 

With looking on her miracle. 

With hands so flower-like soft, and fair, 

She caught at life, with words as swCet 
As first spring violets, and feet 

As faery-light as n^t of air. 

* 

The Father, down in Toil’s mirk mine, 
Turns to his wealthy orld above, 

Its radiance, and its home of love ; 

And lights his life like sun-struck wine. 

The Mother mo\PS with quoonlior tread 

Proud swell the globes of ripe delight 
A>>ove lior heart, so warm aud white 

A pillow for tlie bahy-head ' 


Their natures deepen, -aoll-like clear, 

'fill (jrod’s eternal stars are seen. 

For ever shining and serene. 

By eyes anointed Beauty’s swr. 

A sense of glory all things took, — 

The red Rose-Heart of Dawn would blow 
And Sundown’s sumptuouh pictures show 
^abe-Cherubs wearing their BaVie’s look! 

Aad round tUeii peerless one they clung. 

Like hof^s about a flo wit's wme-cup * 

New tboughts and feelings blossom’d up, 
And'hearts for very fulness sung 


Of nvhat their budding Babe should grow, 
J^hen the Maid orimsou’d into Wife, 
‘^Uid crown’d the summit of some life, 
j^Eoaphor, wiUi mom on its brovr! 



TBB BAliLAB BABE . ' 11 / 


And they should bless hex for a Bride, 

Who, like a splendid saint alit 
In bomc hearths seventh heavim, should ail^, 
As nuw in theirs, all gloriticd I 




< 


But O ! ’twas all too ■white a brow 

To flish "with Passion that doth fire 
With llymen's torch its own death-pyro, 
So pure her noart was beating now ! 

I 

And thus they built their Castles brave 
lu fairy lands of gorgeous cloud ; 

Thoj never saw a little white shroud. 
Nor guess'd how fitowers nuiy mask the grave. 


She grew, a sweet ami sinh'sb Child, 

In sun and shadow^, — calm ami strife; 

A R.iinbow on the dark of Life, 

From Lo\e'8 own radiant liea\en down-smiled! 

Jn lonely loveliness she grew,— 

A shape all music,Tight, and lo\e. 

With startling looks, so eloquent of 
The spirit burning into \iow. 

At C'liildliood filu* couhl seldom play 

AVith merry heart, whose Hashings rise 
Like splendor-winged butterflies 
From honeyed hearts oi flowers in May : 

The fields with flowers flamed out and flusht, 
The Hoses Into crimson yoarnM, 

With cloudy fire the wall-flowers burn’d. 
And blood-r^ Sunsets bloom’d and blusht-*^ 
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And still hor check was pale as pearl, — 

It took no tint of Suminer*s wealth 

collar, warmth, and \\ine of Health — 
Ah 1 Death’s liand wliitely presecHl the Hirl * 

No blushes swarm’d to the sun’s kiss 

Where a i()l(‘t-veins ran purple light,* 

So tenderly thro’ Parian white 
Touching j ou "into tenderness. 

< 

A spirit-lorik was in her face. 

That shadow’d a miraculous range 
Of meanings, e^ or ri<*h and strange, 

Or lighten’d gloiy in the plage. 

Such mystic lore was in her eyc«s. 

And light of other woilds tlian ours. 

She loukt as sho had fed on iloweis, 

And drunk tlie dews oi Paradise 

Her hrow— fit homo for daintiest dreams — 
With biieh a dawn of light was crown’d, 
And reeling ringlets showert'd round, 
lake sunny shoavos of golden bi^aui^ 

And she would talk so weirdly-wild. 

And grow upon your wondeiings. 

As tho’ her statuir rose on wings ^ 

And you forgot she was a Cliild. 

Ah ^ she was oae of those who come 
W'lth pledgiSd piomibo not to st.iy 
Long, ere the Angels let them stray 
To nestle down in carmly home : 

And, thro’ the windows of her eyes, 

We often saw lier wntly soul, 

Serene, and sad, and beautiful, 

Go sorrowing for lost Paradise. 
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In Earth she took no lusty root, 

Her beauty of promise to disclose. 

And round into the Woman-Bose, 

And climb into Life's crooning fruit. 

She came—like music in the night 
Eluating as lieavi'n in the brain, 

A moment opc^d, and shut again, 

And all is dark ^;rhere all Mas 

She came, — as comes the light of siniles 
OVr earth, and every budding thing 
Makes ((iiit'k with beauty—alive vv ith , 

Then goeth to Hesperian T&le''. 


Midvioht was tr<inf6d solemnly 

ThiuKing of Dawn . Her Star-thoughts bun I’d ' 
The TrfH*B like bijrden'd IVophets yearn’d, 
Rapt in a M lud of prophecy . 

When, like the Night, the sbaduM of Woo 
On all things laid its hand death-dark, 

Our last hope wont out like a hjiark, 

And a cry smute heaven like a blow * 

Wo sat and M^atcht by Life’s dark stream, 

Our love^lanip hloMn about the night, 

With hearts that lived as lived its light, 

And died as died its precious gleam. 

In Death’s face hers ILisht up and smiled. 

As smile the young flowers in their prime, 

1 ’ the Amoo of their gray murderer Tunc, 

And Death for true love kist our child. 
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Sbo thought our ^od-uight kisti was ghen, 
Aud like a lily her life did elobe ; 
Angels uncurtain'd that repose, 

And the next waking da\in’d in hea\en. 


With her'white hands chispt she slecpoth; heart 
is husht, snd li])b are cold , 

Death shrouds up her heaven of beauty, and a 
weary way I go, 

Like the sheep without a JShepherd on the wintry 
norhincl wold. 

With the face of day shut out by }»linding snow. 

O’er its widow'd nest my heart bits moaning fur its 
^ oung that’s fled 

From this world ol wail and weeping, gone to 
join her starry pe*‘rs ; 

And my light of life's o’ershadow'd where the dear 
one iieth dead, 

And I’m crying in the dai^k w itli many fears. 

All last nigbt-tide sho seeinc'd near me, like n lost 
beloved Bird, 

Beating nt the lattice louder than the sobbing 
wind and rain; 

And 1 call’d across the night witli tender name and 
fondling w'ord; 

And I yearn'd out thro’ the darkness, all in vain. 

Ueart will plead, “ Eyes cannot see her * they are 
blind with tears of pain ; ’ ’ 

And it climbeth up and straineth, for dear life, 
to look and hark 

While I call her once again * but there cometh no 
refrain, 

And it droppeth down, and dietdi in the dark. 
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In this dim Brorld of cloudine careS^ 

We rarely know, till wildered eyes 
See white winji^ l(>ssonin^ up the skies, 

Tho Angc^ls with us uiiawart's. 

And thou luist shden a jewel, Death ! 

Shalklight thy daik up like a Star, 

A Deacon kituiliiig from afar 
Our light of lo\e, and fainting faith. 

Thro’ tears it gleams perpetually, 

And glitters thro’ tho thiektHjt glooms. 

Till tho eU*vnal morning eomes 
To light UK o’er tho Jasper Sea. 

With our best hraneli in tendorest leaf, 

^V’'c‘'^o htrewn the way our Lord doth come; 
And, ready for the harvebt-homo, 
liis Reapers hind our ripest sheaf. 

Our beautiful Dir/l of light hath fled : 

Awhile blie sat with folded wiiigs— 

Sang luuiid us a few hoverings— 

Then fatraitway into glory sped. 

And white-wingM Angids nurture her; 

With heaven’s wiiito radiance robed and 
crown’d, 

And all ljo\e’s purple glory round. 

She summers on the Hills of JMyirh. 

Thro’ (’hildliood’s moming-land, serene 

She walkt betwixt us twain, like Lu^c ; 
While, in a robe of light iihoxc. 

Her bettor Angel walkt uuhei'ii. 

Till Life's highway broke bleak and wild ; 

Then, lest her starrv garments trail ^ 

Ibl mire, heart bleed, and courage fail, 

The Ang^’s^anns caught up the child. 
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LONiQ £XPECT£]>. 


Her wave of life hath backward roll’d 
To tho groat Ocean ; on wlioso bhoro 
We 'wander up and down, to eturo 
Some treasures of the times of old : 

And aye we seek and hunger on 

l\)r precious poarh and relics rare, 

Strow'u on the samlb lor us to wear 
At hoart, for love of her that's g(jno. 

t 

O weep no more! thero yet is balm 
In (jiLead ! Love doth ever shed 
Rich healing -where it nebtlen, — spread 
O'er <leHort pillows, bomo groeii l*ulin ' 

God's ichor fills the hearts that blec*d , — 

The best fruit loads the brokm bough ; 
And in the wounds our sufleriugs plough, 
Immortal love sows boveroign seed. 


LONG EXPECTED. 

O MANY and many a dav before we met, 
i knew some s])iTit wolkt tho world alone, 
Aw«iiting tho lielo'^nl from afar ; 

And I was tho iiiiointed chosen one 

Of all the woild to crown'lier queenly lirows 

With the impel uil <*rowm of human lo-ve. 

And ligho its glory in her happy eyes. 

I saw not with mine eyes so full of tears. 

But heard Faithlow sweet singing in the night. 
And groping thro' the darkness, toueht Go<l’s hand 
1 kne w my sunshine somewhere warm’d the world 
Tho’ I trod darkling in a perilous way ; 

And I should roach it in His own good time 
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Who sendeth sun, and dew, and^love for all: 

My heart niisht toil on blindly, but, like earth. 

It kept sure footing thro’ the thicket gloom. 
Earth, with her thousand voices, taikt of thee! — 
Sweet winds, and whispering leaves, and piping 
birds; 

Tlic trickling sunlight, and the flashing dews; 
Eve’s crimson air and light of twinkling gold ; 
Spring's kiiidle<l greenery, and her breaSi of balm; 
Tho happy hum and stir of sumu^r woods. 

And the light dropping of the silver rain. 

Thine eyes oped with uxeir rainy lights, and laugh¬ 
ters. 

In April’s tearful heaven of tender blue, 

With all tho changeful beauty melting thro’ th^uu. 
And Dawn and Sunset ended in thy hicc. 

And ^tcluding as in God’s own presence-ohamber^ 
When sileiico lay like sleep upon the world. 

And it seem'd rich to die, alone with Night, 

Like Moses ’iieath tho kistscs of God’s lips! 

Tho stars have trembled thro’ the holy hush. 

And smllvd down ttmdorly, and read to mo 
The love hid for mo in a nudding breast, 

Jjiko incense folded in a young flower’s heart. 
Strung as a soa-swell came the wave of wings. 
Strange trouble trembUnl thro’ my inner depths. 
And answering wings have sprung within my soul; 
And from the dumb waste’places of the dark, 

A voice h*i8 breathed, “She comes! ” and ebb’d 
again; 

While all my life stood listening for thy coming. 
O, I have guessed thy presence out of sight, 

And felt it in tho )>cating of my heart. 

When all was dark within, sweet thoughts would 
come. 

As starry guests come golden down the gloom, 
Aud thro’Night’s lattice smile a rare delight: 
While, lifted3br tlie dear and distant Dawn, 

The face of aR things wore a happy light, 

2 
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Like those dream-smiles which are the speech of 
Sleep. 

Thus Love lived on, and strengthened with the days, 
Lit by its own true light within my heart, 

Like a live diamond burning in the dark. 

Then came there One, a mirage of the Dawn * 

She swam on towards mo in her sumptuouB»triumph, 
Voluptuously upborne, like Aphrodite 
Upon a meadowy swell of emer.ild sea, 

A ripe, serene, sinile-afilucnt graciousiu ^ 

Hung like a sliiiting radiance on her motion. 

As )>iokcTing hues upon the Dove's nock burn. 

Her lip might Hush a wrinkled life in bloom * 

Her eyes* were an omnipotence of love! 

“ O eyes ' I said, “ if such your glories }>**, 

Sure His a warm heart feedotn je with light * ’* 
The silver throbbing of her Uiuglitor piilst 
The air with music rich and resonant, — 

As, from the deep heart of a summer night. 

Some bird in sudden bparklings of fine sound 
UuiTies ii^jstartled bemg into hong. 

And fronr-^icr sumptuous wealth of golden hair 
Unto the dedicate pearly finger-tip. 

Fresh Ix^auty treimiled from its thousand springs 
And standing in the outer porch of life, 

All eager for the templed niyhteries, 

With a rich heart as full of fragrant love 
As May’s mask-roses are of moiiiing's wine, 

What marvel if 1 nucstion'd not her brow , 

For the flame-signet of the Hand div ine. 

Or gauged it for the crown of my l.irge love ? 

I plungiMl tc clutch the pearl of her ba'ibliiig beauty, 
lake borne swoft diver in a sliallow stream, 

That smites his life out on its heart of stoii'^. 

Ah ! how my life did run with lire and tears! 

W ith what a Titan-pulse my love did boat! 

Dut she, roHC-linod without, — God pitv her! — 
Was cold at he^rt as snow in last neetj^ < 

And struck like death into my brain. 
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My tears, that rain’d out life, she froze in filing, 
j^And Avore them, wwel-like, to dock her triumph! 
ButloTO is never lost tho’ hearts run waste ; 

Its tides may gush ’mid swirling, swathing deserts. 
Whore no green leaf drinks up the precious hfe ; 
Yet love doth evermore cnricli iti^lf, — 

Its bitterest waters run some golden sands' 

No star goes down but climbs in other skiiHi; 

Tho rose of ttuuhot folds its glory up, 

To burst again from out the heart'*of Dawn; 

And love is never lost tho’ hearts run waste. 

And sorrow makes tho chasten’d ht^art a seer ; 

Tho deepest dark reveals tho starriest hope, 

And Faith can trust her hea^eu behind the veil. 


WOOED AND WON. 

The plough of Time breaks up our Kdeiidand, 
And tramples doun its fruitful flowery prime. 

Yet thro’ the dust of ages Ha ing shoots 
O’ tho old immortal seed start m the furrows; 
And, where Love looker! on with glorious eye, 
These quicken'd germs of everlastingness 
Flower lusty, ns of tdd in l^aradise ! 

And blessings on tho starry chance of love * — 

And blessingh on the morn of merry May ! — 

That led my footsteps to your beecheii bovrer. 

Thus bangs the picture in iny mind, sw'cet Wife ! 
Rii^h as a Mill.as in its tint and tone. 

Nature flasht by me with her glorious shows. 

The birds were singing on tbe blossoming boughs, 
With Love’s sweet mystery stirring at their hearts, 
Like first spring-motions m tiie veins o' the flowers. 
A light of green laught up tho sliining hills, 
Which rouELdf^ through the mellowing, gloating 
air, ^ 
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As their bi^ hearts heaved to some heart beyond, 
Or strove with inner yeaimings for the crown 
Of purple rondure smiling there in heaven ! 

The flowers were forth in all their conquering 
beauty, 

And, winking in their Mother Earth's old fare. 
Said, all her children should have happy 4)earts. 
Deeper and dee|>er in the wood’s green gloom 
I nestled for the fever at life's core : 

And thirstily mj* heart wan drinking m 
Rich overflowings of some Cushat's love ; 

When, flash ! the air instinct with splendors grow, 
As if the w<»rld, while on her starry journey, 

Had suddenly floated in the clime of heaven. 

Upon a priiurnse bank you sat, — a sight 
To couch the old blind sorrow of luy soul ! 

A sweet new blossom of Humanity,— 

Fresh I'allen from God's homo to flower on 
earth. 

A golden hurbt of sunbeams glinted through 
The verdurous rooPs luhh-h*a\y greenery, 

And on you dropt its crown of living light. 

Four eyes—half*shut, while thro’ their silken 
caves 

Trembled the secret sweetno'^s hl<l at heart — 

OjK'd sudden at full, and wide with wonderment! 
The 8weet(*st eyes that cv^t drank sun fur soul : 

As subtly tendc^r as a suminer heavtm, 

Brimm’d wdtli the beauty of a starry night! 

Your face, so dewy fresh and w'oiidroiis fair, 
Kindled and lighten'd as the coming (iud 
Wc»ro laboring upward thro' its birth of fire ! 

The fleetest sw'allow'-diiJ of a tender smile 
Kan round your mouth in thrillings ; while your 
cheek 

Dimpled, as from the arch Loye's finger-print, 

Out flow his signal, fluttering in a blush I 
And when your voice broke up the mnsic, 

It smote upon my startled heart as ^ * 
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The new-born babe’s first cry a mother’s ear, 

Yet strangely toueht some mystic memory. 

And dimly seomM some old fiimiliar sound. 

That day, v, ith an hnmbrtalizlug kihs, 

You erownM me monareh of your rich heart-world, 
WJiieh heaved a boundless fec»a of love, whose tides 
Ran radifint pulsings tliro* ^our rosy limbs. 

JIow the lovc»~light8 did float up in your eyes. 

Like virgin shirs from violet depths of night! 

Dear eyes ! all craving with Lovifs ache and hun- 
ger! 

And all the spirit stood in your face athirst! 

And from the rose-cup of your murmuring mouth 
Sweetness o’erflow'd, as from a fragrant fount. 

O kiss of life ^ that oped our Kdeu-\ir)Tld ! 

The har\eHt of an age’s wealth of bliss 
111 tliat lii>i kihs w as roajH'd in one rich minute ! 
The wanton airs cam ^breathing like the toucJi 
Of fragrant lips that feed the blood with flame I 
The \ory earth seemed bursting up, and lieavcn 
Clung round and clasped us as in glow ing arms. 
To erubh the wine of all ^our ripen’d beauty, 
WliLch were a fitting sacvameiit for deatli — 

Into a costly cup of life fur me 


SONtJ. 

An ! ’tis like a tale of olden 
Time, long, long ago ; 

‘When the world was in its golden 
Prime, and lo\e was lord below ! 
Every vein of Earth was dancing 
AVith the Spring’s new wdue ! 
’Twas ^0 pleasant time of flowers, 
, When I mot you, lovo of mine! 
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Ah! 8 OIII 0 spirit sure wa^stravin^ 
Out of hoaven that day, 

When r met you, Sweet' a-Mayiiig 
In the merry, merry May, 

Little heart! it shyly open’d 
Its red lea\es’ lo\o lore, * 

Like the ruse that must he ri^K'n’d 
To a dainty, dainty core. 

But its b<faulies daily hrigliton, 

Ami it blooms so dear, — 

Tho’ a manjr Winters nliiton, 

I go Maying all the year. 

And my proud heart will he praying 
Blessings on the day, 

When I met you, Swe(»t, a-M<i 3 ing, 
In the merry, merry Ma^ . 


W'KDDKD LOVE. 

» 

The summer Night conie« brooding dt>wn on Earth 
As Love comes brooding down on human hearts, 
With bliss that hath no utterance s*ive ricli tears, 
^he floats in fragrance down the smiling dark, 
Foldeth a kiss upon the lips of Life,— 

Curtainetli into rest the weary Avorld, — 

And shuts us in with all our hid delights. 

The Stars come sparkling thro* the gorgeous gloom 
Like d(‘W-drops in tho fhdds of he.ucm ; or te.irs 
That hang rich jewels on the clieeks of Night. 

A spint-teel is in the solemn air, 

Tho Flowers fold their cii))S like praying hands, 
And with droopt heads await the blessing, Night 
Gives with her silent magnanimity. 

’Tis evening with the world; but, in my soul 
The light of woildod love is still at dawn ! 

And skies my world, an everlasting Dawn. 
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My heart rin^s out iu hiuhIc, like a lark 
Hung in the churmdd palace of the Morn, 

Thai circles singing to its mate i’ the nest, 

With luminous being rumiing o’er with song : 

So my heart ilu iters round its mate at homo! 
There, with her eyes tamed to her heart, she 
rotSds 

The golden secrets written on its luea\on, 

And broodeth o’er its panting wealth of love, 

As Night i’ tlie hush and hallow »f her hoanty 
Bares throbbing heaven to its most tremulous 
dejjths, 

And broods in sih*nee o’er ber starry wealth. 

And, fingering iii her bosom’s soft, white nest, 

A fair ba))e, beautiful as Dawn in hea\en, 

Made of a mother's richest thoughts of love, — 
Lies lik<* a suiile of sunshine among lili»*s, 

That giveth glory — drinketh fragrant life ! 

8weot bud upon a Rose ^ our plot of spring. 

That hursts in bloom amid a wintry world ' 

How dear it is to mark th’ immortal Ide 
Heopon, and darken, in her large, round eyes,— 
To watch Life's rose of dawn put forth its leaves. 
And guess the jx‘rfunied secret of its heart — 

And catch the silver words that come to break 
The goldi*n silenco hung lik(‘ heaven around. 

But soft' Kl;^sium opens in my brain ’ 

Dear Wife! with sweet, Icuv \oiee, she h\llables 
Some precious imisie balin'J in her heart's book, 
And Tam flooded with melodious vain, 

Like Nature standing crown'd w’ith sunlit showers. 

“ As the surging liearl o’ the Sea hungv'rs evorlast 
ingly 

For the Ikloon, lioa>eTi-charined by her influ¬ 
ence : 

As Star yearns to Star, with love palpitating like 
a dove, 

Doth my heart yearn up to his bright eminence. 
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O my Love, he seems to stand whore Heaven leans 
so near at hand, 

Tliat frum other worlds hJs lineaments take 
light. 

And he nils my enp of wonder, and floods all uiv 
life with splendor, 

As a glorious, golden Moon fills all the night. 

At his violet-swcoi words my hotirt (‘ands like a 
bird's, * 

A.nd rich instincts burst from out it like heaven- 
flowers ; 

Wings bud in me at his kiss, and my being brims 
with bliss, 

As a valley brims with life in spring-tide 
hours. 

“ O my life was dark and cold as the iiigljt-dous 
on the wold, 

AVaiting to be made alive with fire of down , 

Till hiH prchence t»n me lighten’d, and his blessing 
iui me brighten’d. 

And my life like dews lit np for heaven shone.” 


Nay, Kweet Heart! that should be my song, who 
search 

Love’s lore in vain for mei*t similitudes 
To symbol what thy lov e hath been to mo 
The God lies prison’d in the mountain stone, 

The mufilcd M'lSic slumbers in the strings, 
Awaiting the Deliverer’s magic touch ! 

So, thou l>eloved ! did 1 wait for Thee, 

To waken at thy touch. My Tree of l>eing 
Buc made blind gropings in the dark, cold earth, 
And moan’d ana trembled, in the wintry air, 
Stretching out naked hands to pluck at life. 

Until you came, with all your light, and warmth, 
Bncircling round it like a summer heaven, 
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And fedy and clad it with your fragrant beauty. 
Till budding branches burst on fire with bloom, 
And into ri|K* fruits mellow’d goldonly. 

My life lay barren as a desolate moor 

That brealcs, and burns, in twinkling green and gold, 

AVhen S|wing doth greet it with her kiss of life. 

As weary earth goes darkling thro’ the night. 

So my he«irt toil'd on, tearful rvith its burthen : 

No beacon burn’d thro’ all the gloom, to break 
The surging sea of dark, with piers of light: 

Then on a sudden rose the blessed Mom, 

Sun-crown'd my life, made all things beautiful. 
And gave the wtirld its £deii-robcs again. 

Afy soul up-sprang full-staturcHl, in the light, 

Thy presence caught my heart up at the leap, 

Wlug’d like a young world from the hands of God ’ 
Methoughi a tfioiiMind gmves of buried 1 io}m*s 
(!J ould crush it not from its proud eminence 
The Future's dim rlond-eurtain rent iu tw'ain, 

And lighten’d radiant ro\elation . All 
Life’s purpose dawn'd, as unto dying ejes 
The datk of Death doth blossom into stirs. 

And siin*e we met, tli\ lifi’-loiig thought hath been 
To bo eup-beari'i* of the wine of joy 
To one leal heart, and ti> maki' rich one life. 

Pulse after {lulse, thy life hath surged in mine. 
Like sea-w^a\os liurrjing up the hcach to eroAvn 
Their shore, and lirwik in starry showers of light. 
'J’hou hast brought radiant sunrise every morn, 
Kenewiiig ftll tlie glory past away. 

Thy laiish love hath twined about my life, 
lake the lush Woodbine w’cdded to the Thorn ; 
Hiding its harshness with her w^'alth of flowrers! 
My heart drinks inspiration at thine eyes, 

And lights my brain up as W'ith fragrant flame: 
Sw'oet eyes of starry tenderness, thi*o’ wdiich 
The soul of some immortal sorrow hwks ! 

Sorrow that uddoth grace to loveliness. 

As its sad bloom eiirichoth blushing fruit. 
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Dear Eyes J they have a radiant Alchemy, 

And pierce my being vrith such quickening light 
As makes my heart a jewel-mine of love; 

Even as the iSnn strikes thro’ the dark cold Earth, 
And fires her million veins with golden life. 

My Life ran like a river in rocky ways. 

And downward dasht, a sounding caturaf^t! 

But thine was like a quiet lake of beauty, 
Soft-shadow’d round by gracious inducnces, 

That gathers silootly the wealth of earth. 

And WOOS heaven till it melts down into it. 

They mingled : and the glory, and the calm, 

And royal-rich magnificence of thy love, 

Closed round me, brooding into perfect rest, 

And made my heart rejoice in all thy joy. 

O blessings on tliy true and tender Iieart ^ 

How it hath gone fortli like the Dove of old, 

'J'o bring some leaf of promise in lafe’s deluge ! 
Thou hast a strong up-soaring tendency. 

That bears me Godward, as the stalaart oak 
Uplifts the clingintr >ine, and gives it growth. 

Thy reverent heart familiarly doth tak4» 
Unconscious clasp of liigh and holy things, 

Like little children playing of ohl with ('hrist; 
And trustetli where it may not understand. 

We have bad sorrows, love ! and wept the tears 
That run the rose-hue from the idiecks of Ijife ; 

But Grh'f hath jew^els as Night hath her stars ! 
And she revealoth w hat we ne’er ha<l knowm, 

With Joy’s wreath tumbled o’er our blindeil eyes. 
The heart is like an instrument whose strings 
Steal magic music from Life’s mystic frets, 

The golden threads are H}>un thro' Suifering*8 fire. 
Wherewith the marriage-robes lor heaven aro 
woven : 

And all the rarest hues of human life 
Take radiance, and are rainbow‘d out in tears, 

As water'd marble blooms a richer grain. 

Thou ’rt little changed, dear love! since first was wed 
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To mino^ the bloRSom of thy crimson lips ; 

Thy beauty hath climaxt like a crcBCcnt Moon, 
With glory groat'ning to the golden full. 

Thy flowers of Spring arc crown’d with aummer 
fruits, 

And thou hast put a quceiilicr presence on 
With thy*r<»gality of Womanhood ! 

Yet Time hut toucheth thw' witii mellowing shades 
Tiuit sot thy grac(‘S in a wealthier light. 

Thy soul Btiil looks with its ra.ro tmito of light. 
From the Gate Beautiful of its palace-home, 

Fair as the spirit of the evening Star 
That lights its glory as a radiant porch 
To beacon earth with a lirief glimpse of heaven. 
We are poor in this world's wealth, Imt rich in love; 
And they who love feel rich in every thing. 

The heart of Ocean — thick with gems, as earth 
With blooms— is jewell'd like a Bride o’ the Kast * 
The heart of Heaven swarms with golden worhls— 
A subtle heart of w'oaltli hath our old world, 

And darks of diamonds, grand as nights of stars : 
But ric her is the human lu^art that shrines 
God's peerless wealth — th’ immortal jew'el Love ! 
So let us li\e our life . and let our love, 

Our large twin-luve, bend o’er our little Babe. 

As the calm grand old hea’iens bond over etirth, 
Revifaling God's own starry thoughts aud things * 
So shall the iinaige of our heart’s Ideal — 

The angel nestling in her hud of life — 

Smile upward in the mirror of her face 
A daily heaut^’ in our liarkencMl ways, 

And a peTj>etual feast of holy things. 

O let UH walk the world, so that our love 
Burn like a blessed Innicon, beautiful' 

Upon the walls of Life's siirrouivling dark. 

Ah ! wliat a worhl 'twould be if love like ours 
Made bcaven in human hearts, and clothed with 
smiles 

The sweet sad face of our Humanity * ^ 
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What lives should quicken into sudden spring! 
What (lowers of glory hurst their frozen soil' 
Like the red ]>ulBe of Dawn thro’ cold grey skies. 
New life should hush up in the darken'd face 
That readeth as a written epitaph 
Above the gra'se of beauty and of soul * 
Love-light should glimmer on the Helot’s brow 
As mellow moonlight silvers thro’ a cloud, 

And God should come into the mirk('st being, 

As Stars ucw-kiudled splendor nights of space. 


Tins WORLD IS FULL OF BEAUTY. 

Tn&BE lives a voico within me, a gucst-angel of my 
limrt, 

And its swei^t lispings win me, till the teaisa trem¬ 
bling start, 

Up o\ermoie it spriiigetli, like some inagie melody. 

And evermore it siiigeth this sv^ect song ul songs to 
me — 

This w'orld is full of beauty, as other worlds 
above; 

And, if we did our duty, it might bo full of love. 

Night’s starry tcnJorncss dower with glory ever¬ 
more. 

Mom’s budding, bright, melodious hour comes 
sweetly as of yore ; 

But there bo million liearts accurst, where no sweet 
sunbursts shine, 

And there be million hearts athirst for Love’s im¬ 
mortal wine. 

This world is full of beauty, as other worlds 
above; 

And^ if we did our duty, it might be full of love. 
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THIS WORLD IS rUtA Of BBAUTTJ 

If faith I and hope, and kindness pass’d, as coin, , 
’twixt heart ami heart; 

How, thru’ the eye’s toar-bliudness, should the 
sudden sour upstart! 

Tho dreary, dim, and desolate, should wear a sunny 
bloom. 

And Love* should sprinj; from buried llute, like 
llowors o‘er winter's tomb. 

This worhl is full of b(?auty, as other worlds above; 

And, if wo did our duty, it mighttjbo full of love. 

Were truth our uttered language, Augels might 
talk with men, 

And God-iiltiminod earth should see the golden Age 
again ; 

Tho burthen'd heart should soar in mirth like 
iMorn's young proplict-lurk. 

And Misery’s last t'‘ar wept on earth, qiieneh Hell’s 
lust cimniTig spark. * 

For this ivorld is lull of beauty, as other worlds 
above; 

And, if did our duty, it might bo full of love. 

Lo ! plenty ripens round us, yet awakes the cry for 
bread, 

Tho millions still are toiling, crusht, and clad in 
rags, unfinl! 

While sunny hills and valleys richly blush with 
fruit and grain, 

But the paupers in tho palace rob their toiling fol- 
low-uien. 

This world is full of beauty, as other worlds 
abo\e; 

And, if we did our duty, it might be full of love. 

Hear God ! what hosts are trampled ’mid this 
killing crush for gold ! 

What noble hearts are sapp’d of love! what spirits 
lose life's hold! 
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Yet a merry world it might be, opulent for all, and 
aye, 

With its lands that ask for labor, and its wealth 
that wastes away. 

This world is full of beauty, as othor worlds above; 

And, if we did our duty, it might be full of lo>e. 

» 

The leaf“tongu<*s of the forest, and the flow’r-lips 
of the sod — 

The happy Birdaithat hymn their raptures in the 
car of God — 

The summer wind that bringeth musio over land 
and sea. 

Have each a voice that singeth this sweet song of 
songs to me — 

This world is full of beauty, as other worlds above ; 

And, if we did our duty, it might be full of love. 


TO A BELOVKD ONE. 

Heavev hath its crown of Stars, the Earth 
Her glory-robe of flowers — 

The Soa its gems— the grand old Woods 
Their songs and givening slioweis 
The Hlrds have h(>mi>8, wlieie leaves and blooms 
In beauty wrejathe alK)\o , 

High yearning Inerts, their iMinbow-droam—• 
And wo, Sweet! wo have lo\e. 

We walk not with the jewell’d Great, 

Where Love's dear name is sold; 

Yet have we wealth wo would not give 
For all their world of cold ! 

We revel not in Com and Wine, 

Yet have wo from above 
i^lanna divine, and we’ll not pine : 

Bo we not live and love ? 



TO A BlECtXiVSO 
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There’s sorrow for the toiling poor. 

On Misery’s bubom nurst 

Rich robes for rnggi^l souls, and Crowns 
For brandedl>towH Cain-curst! 

But Cherubim, with clasjiing wings, 

Fvtr about us bo. 

And, hr»ppicbt of God’s happy things ! 
There’s love for you and me. 

Thy lips, that kiss till death, hty^o tum*d 
Life's water into wine ; 

The fiYToet life melting thro’ thy looks. 

Hath made iiiy life di\ine. 

All Ijo\o*b dear promise hath been kept, 
fcSiiiec* thou to me w^ert given ; 

A luddei tor my boul to climb. 

And biiiuuK r high in heaven. 

I know, dear heart' that in our lot 
Ma^ mingle tears and sorrow ; 

But. Love's rich Rainbow *s built from tears 
Tu-(ia 3 ’’, with Millies To-morrow. 

The bunbhiiH' Irom our sky may die, 

The greenneps from Lite’s tren*. 

But ever, ’mid the warring storm. 

Thy ntbt bhall bholtor’d be. 

1 see thee ' Ararat of my life, 

Smiling the waves above ! 

TLou hail'bt me Victor in the strife. 

And beaeoii'bt mo viith love. 

The world may never know, dear heart * 
What 1 have found in thee. 

But, tho’ nought to the world, dear heart * 
Thou’rt all tho world to me. 






HOOD, 

WHO &ANO THE SONG OE TBB SHIRT. 

’Tis tho old story ’ — ever the blind world 

Knows not its Angels of Deliveraiico 

Till they stand glorified ’twist earth and heaven. 

It stones tho martyr, then, with praying hands, 
Sees the God monut his chariot offire. 

And calls sweet names, and worships what it 
spum'd. 

It slays the Man to deify the Christ * 

And then ho^ lovingly ’twill bind the browR 
AVhoro late its thorn-crown iaught with bloody 
lips^ 

Rod, and rejoicing from grim Murder’s kiss ' 

To those who walk beside them, groat men Sfx^m 
Mere common earth; but di8taiic<^ makes them stars. 
As dying limbs do lengthen out in <lcath. 

So grows tho stature of their after-lamC ; 

And then we gather up their gioiious words. 

And treasure im their names with loving care. 

So ITood, our Poet, lived his martyr-life : 

With a swift soul that travell’d at rare speed. 

And struck such flashes from its iliiity road. 

That by its trail of mdiiinco through the dark, 

We almost feature th’ unknown Future’s face—• 
And went uncrown’<1 to ins untimely tomb. 

Oertes, the World did praise his glorious Wit — 
The merry Jester with his cap and bells' 

And sooth, his wit was like Ithuriel's sptar , 

But ’twas mere lightning from the cloud of his life. 
Which hehl at heart most rich and blessed ram 
Of tears melodious, that are worlds of love ; 

And Rainbows, that would bridge from earth to 

^>>^eaven> 
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And Liglit, that would have shone like Joshua’s Moa 
Above our long death-grapple with the Wrong ; 
And thundor-\oices, witli tlioir Words of fire, 

To molt the Slave’s ehaiii, and the Tyrant's orovin. 
His wit? —a kijul smile just to hearten us * — 

Kieh foam-wroaths on tljo waves of lavish life, 

That fiaslA o'er precious pearls and golden s^nids. 
But, tliere was tliat beneath surpassing show^ ’ 

'The starry soul, that shines when all is dark ’ — 
Enduranee, that ran suffer and grAw strong — 
Walk through the world with bleeding loot, and 
smile * — 

Love’s inner light, that kindles Life’s rare colors ’ 
And thoughts that swathe Humanity with '*Leh 
Rlory 

As limns tlie outline of the coming (Jod ; 

And wine of Beauty Jor the panting soul. 

In liiin were gh ams of Mieli lieroic splendors 
As light this eoM, <laik worhl up as a star 
Array’d in glorv lor the c;jos of heaven 
And a great heart tli it beat at*cording music 
With theirs of old — (?od-likest, royuUest men ! 

A coiH|uering lioart ’ which Circumstance, that 
frights 

The Many down from Love's transfiguring height, 
Aye mettled into martial attitude. 

Ho might have eliitcht the palm of Victory 
In the world's wrestling ring of miglith'St deeds ; 
But he wtmt down like a rich Argosy 
At sea, just glimnieriug into sigJit ol home, 

With its rare freightage from diviner elimes. 

The world may never know the wealth it lost. 
When Ifooil went darkling to his tearlul tomb, 

So mighty in Ids undovclopt force ’ 

With all his crowding uii.iceoinplislicd hope** * 

Th’ ivmittered wealth and glory of his soul' 

And all the music ringing round his life, 

And ])oeiTi8 stirring in his dying brain * 

O ! lilossiiigs on him for the songs ho sang—- 

el 
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yearn’d about the world till tlion for birth ’ 
like a bonny bird of God he came, 

And pour’d liis hivirt in music for the Poor , 

Who sit in gloom while Hunshini^ floods the land. 
And feel, tlirough darkrit'SH, fur the hand of Help * 
And trampled Manhood heard, and claimed Ida 
crown, • 

And trampk'tl Womanhood sjuMiig up ennobled ! 
'I'he human boul lookt radiantly through rags ’ 

And thertj was inpoliiug of cold h<‘aita, as when 
The ri{H'idng sunlight fing^era frozen flow ere. 

O ’ blessings on him for tlie songs Jie sang ' 

Wlien all the stars of happy thought had set 
In man^ a mind, his spirit walkt the gloom 
Clothed on with beauty, as the r(‘g.il M(»on 
AValks her nighf^kingdom, turning clouds to light. 
Our (Miampion ! with his heart too big to beat 
In bonds, — our Poet in his prid(3 of power * 

Ay, we’ll remember him who fought niir figlit. 

And chose the Martyr’s ro])e f»f flame, and spurn d 
The gi»ld and purple of tlio ghsti»ring sla\(*. 

Ills Maufeoleuni ie the Peopl<»'s lie<irt, 

Tliere he lies crown’d ami glorified, — our King 
In state, w ith singing robe wraj)t richly round. 
But ’tin not meet, my Knglaiul, his dear iliist 
iShoubl lie where s]»leiidid natte»des flaunt on tombs, 
As treachery Bcr^^ s to brighten wanton t« ars — 
With not a line of letter’d hno to tell 
AVhat mighty heart liiH quencht ami broken there. 
So let us build our Poet's monument ’ 

With pabsionato luarts of love for corner-stones. 
And tears that temper for iinmoital fame 
And it wer^ well, my England, sh(iuld''»t thou come 
To weep some lioucst drops above his giave. 

Our Hood is worthier of eternal praise 
And blessings, and dear heart-immunities, 

Thau wairior Wellington, who rode to fame 
On Death’s wliito hqrso by Battle’s crimson path 
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THIS SINCIEll. 

Ur out of the Corn the Lark enroll’d in light, 

a neTv Hplemlor Kjji'ung from the dark liiiak of 
Night, 

Crcxm light shimmer’ll laughing o’er Ibrest and sod ^ 
The rich sky was full of tho j»ref>i*tie(» of Ciod, 

As with brave carelewj rapture ho lavislit around 
Karo vlol<*t fancies and rose-lea^ os of sound * 

All thro' the Morn’s sun-city sea-liko his pstilm 
With melodious v^aves dnsht the bright world of 
calm * 

But nKAAMiiF in/va tue droopt ears op the Cornt : 

TuEV were GATUtUlNG GOLD IN THE DEW^Y MoRX, 

And he sang, as on liea^cm’s fircj-grains he had fed, 
Till his heart’s merry wine had made drunken his 
liead. 

How he sang * as his honey in Life’s cells ne’er 
dwindled, 

And boalo-fires of Joy on all Life’s hills were 
kindled : 

O ! he Bang, as he felt that to singing was given 
Tho magic to build rainbow-atairwajs to heaven ! 
And he could not have sung "nn ilh more lusty cheer, 
Had all the world listened ii-tiptoe to hear ! 

All tue wiiill heavily hung hip. Corn, 

And its drowsy e\rs ulahd not tue SweethSart 
OF Morn. 
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ICJIABOD. 

‘Si^nmcTB* Suns ha\o net! and earth is once 
• more Bw<H‘tly Hooded V. 

.W^ili fnif^ranoe, for the virgiii-leavi'S, and \ioIetr- >1' 

- ' banks have huddcnl; 

]|dQgiaven elaspetL Barth, as round the heart first 
broodeth Jjino^s rich gl<>w ; 

A blush of Flowers is mantling where the lush 
green grassi's grow ! 

All things fi*el summering sunward, gohlen tides 
tlood down the air, 

Which burns, as Angel-visitants laid loft a glory 
tluTt*! 

But darkness on my aching spirit shrouds the 
merry shine, — 

I long to feel a gush of vSpring in this poor le'art of 
mine. 

c 

Morn opos Heaven’s opal portal, hack the golden 
gates ar<* dr.iwn, 

And all the fields of gb>ry blossom with the crimson 
Dawn : 

But never comes tJiy clabjiing hand, or carol of thy 
lips, 

That made my heort sing like a Clod, when burst¬ 
ing Death's eclipse. 

Sweet voice! it came like saintly music, quiring 
an^ds make, 

When min sat heavy on my brow, and heart weua 
like to break: 

Methought sueh love gave wings to climb some 
starry throne to win ; 

Thou didst so lift luy life's horizon—; letting heaven 
in. ^ 

I’m thinking, darling, of the days when life was 
all divine. 
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And love was aye the silver chord that hound lay 
heart to thine; 

When life bloom'd at thy coming, as the green 
earth greets the suu. 

And, lilct‘ two dew-droi)H in a kiss, our twin souls 
wed in one. 

Ah ! still* 1 feel y4» at my heart * and, ’mid ths 
and strife, 

Ye sometimes lead my feet to walk the angelHBid0 
of Life! • . > 

The magic music yearns within, as unto tliee I tu7d«' 

And those brave eyes, a-blazc with soul, thro’ all 
luy being burn. 

* * 

Como baek, — eoine back ; T long to clasp theo in 
these arms, mine own ; 

Lavibli my heart upon thy lips, and make my love 
the Crown 

And Aic of Triumpli to thy life. Why tarry? 
I'iiiie hath cast 

iStranire shatlow'S on my spirit since we met and 
mingled lust! 

Yet then* bo joys to crown thee with, the sunbliina 
and the sweet 

Are hived, like honey, in my heart, to share them 
w Ih'Ji w^e meet * 

IIow [ luiv<» hoard('d up my life ! how tend^pfly I 
strove 

To make my heart fit home for thee, its nfestlixffi 
Bird of love ’ 

God hlcbs thee * once the radiant world thy beauty 
crowu-like v^ort*, 

But life hath lost a tender grace that cometh never 
more ! 

TIic fl4)vver8 will bud again in Spring, and happy 
liirds make love, 

With melting hearts, a-brooding o’er their passion 
in the grove. 
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But thou wilt Bowr more come hack, to clothe my 
heart with Spring; 

Bear God * Love’s ewcetost chord is turn’d to Pain’d 
most jarring string * 

The Glory hath departed» and my spirit pants 
to go 

Where ’mid Life’s troubled waters, ’twill not sec 
the wreck below. 


NOT LOST, BUT GONE BEFORE. 

OlTB of God’s own Darlings was my bosom’s nest- 
ling Do\o, 

With hi r looks of lo\e and sunshine, and her 
voieo so rich and low 

How it tremlded through my Ufo, like an Tmuior- 
kiss of love ’ » 

How its muBxdi^eams thro’ all my memory 
now! 

Oh ! her beauty rainbows round mo, and her sweet 
emile, sitverly 

As a song, fills all the silence of the Midnight’s 
charmdd liours; 

And "I know from out her grave she’ll send lior 
love in death to me, 

By the Spring in smiling utterance of F’lowers, 

04 my Love, too good for Earth, has gone into the 
world of light; 

It was liard, she said, to leave me, but the Lord 
had need of her , 

And she walks the lieavens in glory, like a Star i’ 
^l^e crown of Night, 

Beautiful and Blessed mingling there. 
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Oono befoTo me, to bo clothed on *\«itb bridal rob^ 
of white. 

Where Love’s blossom flowers to fruit of Know!*- 
odffo, — Suflerhis ’& gluriiiud ’ 

And my To\o shuU inaKo mo meet and worthy of 
her prtsenoo bright. 

That ii» lieti\en I may claim hor as my Bride. 


THK CHIVALRY OF LABOR. 

UpROnsE ye now, brave brother-band. 

With honest heart, and working liand : 

We are but low, toil-tried, ancl true, 

Yet heirts beat high to (hire and do 
And wdio would not a (’haiiipion be 
In Labor’s lordlier CliUaby ? 

Wo fight' but bear nc# bloody bi^nd. 

We fight to free our h\ithcrland : 

We fight that smiles of Jo\e may glow 
On lips where curses quiver now * 

Hurrah 1 hurrah * true Knights are wo 
In Labor’s lordlier Chh.ilry 

O ^ there be hearts that aehe to so 3 

Tho day-dawn of our > letory 

Kyes full of heart-break with us plead, 

And AVatehers weep, and Afartyrs bleed : 

O * who would not a Champion he 
In Ijabor'h loriilior Chivalry? 

Work, Bnithevs mine ; work, hand and hsain ; 
AVe’ll win tho Colden Age again 
And Lr>\e''s Millennial morn shall rise 
In hti]ipy hearts, and blessed e\es. 

Hurrah^ Imrrah * true Knights are we 
In Labor’s lordlier Chivalry. 
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TUB CHIVALRY OF LABOR EXHORTED 
TO TUB WORSHIP OF BEAUTY. 

Our world oR turns In gloom, and Lifo hath many 
a j^rilous May, • 

Yet there^s no ]r^th so desolate and thorny, cold 
and gray, 

But Beauty like a Beacon burns a1x>V6 the dark of 
etrite, 

And like an Alchemist aye turns all things to 
golden life. 

On human hearts her prosenco droppeth precious 
manna down, 

Qn hum in brows her glory gathers like a coming 
c vown 

Her snulo lights up Life's troubled stream, and 
Lov*», the swimmer ' lives ; 

And O 'tis bravo to battle for the guordon that she 
gives! 

Then let us worship Beauty m ith tUo knightly faith 
of old, 

O Chivalry of Ltibor toiling fur tho Ago of (Sold * 

The first-fruits of the Past at Beauty's shrine are 
offer’d up, 

From which a vintage meet for Gods she rrusheth 
in her cup * 

And from tho living Present doth she press the rare 
now wine, 

To glad the hearts of all her lovt^rs with a draught 
di\ine. 

Earth's crowning miracle ! she comes * with bless¬ 
ing lips, that part 

> Like mid-May’s rose ilusht open with the fragrance 
of her heart 
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And life turns to lier color*—kindles with her light 
—like flowers 

That gamer up the golden Are, and suck the mel¬ 
low showers. 

Come lot us -w orship Beauty with the knightly f.iith 
of old, 

O Chivaliy of Labor toiling for the Age of Gold ! 

Come lot us worship Beauty whore the budding 
Spring doth flower, • 

And lush green leaves and grasses flush out sweeter 
every hour; 

Or Summer^B tide of splendor floods the lap o’ the 
World once more* 

With riches like a sea that surges jewels on its shoje^t* 

Come feel her ripening influence when Morning 
feasts our eyes — 

Thro’ open gates of glory — with a glimpse of 
Varadise “ 

Or queenly Night site crowned, smiling down the 
purple gloom, 

And Stxrs, like Heaven’s fruitage, melt i’ the glory 
of their bloom. 

Come let us worship Beauty with the knightly fhith 
of old, 

O Chi\alry of Labor toiling for the Ago of Gold ! 

Come from the don of darkness and the city’s BOil 
of sin. 

Put on your radiant Mariliood, and the Angel’s 
Idessing w in * 

Where wefilthior sunlight comes from Heaven, like 
W’elcome-Hinilob of God, 

And Earth’s blind yearnings leap to life in flowers, 
from out the sod • 

Come worship Beauty in the forest-temple, dim 
and hush, 

Where standM Magnificence dreaming! and God 
burncth in tlie bush : 
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Or whore the old hlllfl worship with thoir 

foi a psalm, ^' 

Or ocean’s weary heart doth keep tho sabbath 
its calm 

Oumc let UB worship Beauty with tlie knightly faitih 
of old, 

O Chivalry ol Labor toiling for the Ago‘of Gold ! 

Come lot us worship Beauty she hath subtle 
power to<start 

Ileroio word and deed out-flashing from tho hum¬ 
blest heart 

Great feelings will gush unawares, and freshly as 
the fust 

Bich Bainhow that up startled Heaven in tearful 
splendoi burst 

O blessed aie her liucaments, and wondrous aro 
her 

To repK turo God’s worn likeness in the sufPeriug 
human i lee' 

Our bliss shall richly ovorbrini hko sunset in the 
westj 

And we ohii^ droam immortal dreams and banquet 
wish the Blest 

Then let us worship Beauty with the knightly faith 
of old, 

O Chivalry of Labor toiling for the Ago ot Gold * 


WHEN I COME HOME 

AftOTOD me Life’s hell of fierce Ardors bums. 
When I come home, when I come home , 

Over me Heaven vrith her starry lu^art yearns, 
When f eomo home, when I come homc» 

For the feast of Gods garuisht, the palace of Night 
At a thousand star-windows is throbbing with li^ht. 
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Lo«idon mq>kcs mirth! bitt I know God hears 
'Fbe 0 obs the dark* and the droppinp; of tears; 
Sl^r t fed that ho listens down Nignt’h gr(^t dome— 
When T eomc home, \\ hen 1 come home, 

Homo, home, when 1 come home, 

Far i' the night wlion 1 come homo* 

I walk under [Night’s triumphal areh, 

When I come home, when I come homo, i 
[Exulting with life like a Coii(j,uero'^*s march, 

. When I come homo, when I come home. 

I pass hy the rioh>chamhor’d mansions that shine. 
Overflowing with hplendor like goblets with wine : 
1 have fought, I Imvo vanquisht, the dragon, of 
Toil, 

And before luo my gidden ITesix^vides smile ' 

And O but Love’s flowers make rieh the gloom, 
"When I come home, when t conn* home ^ 

Home, home, wlicm I come home, 

Far i* the night when I come homo. 

O the sweet, merry mouths up-tam’d to be kist, 
Wlicn I come home, when I comO heniM)! 

How tlic* youngling yisirn from the hungry nest, 
\\’'hon I come homo, when I come iiome * 

My weaiy, worn heart into sweetness isetirr'd. 
And it dances and sings like a singing Bird, 

On the branch nighest heaven, — a-top Of my life : 
As T el.isp thee, my winsome, wooing Wife! 

And thy |ialc clieek witli rich, tendpr passion doth 
bloom 

When 1 eome home, when I eomo home. 

Home, home, when 1 ooinc honu', 

Far i’ the night when I come home. 

Clouds furl off the shining face of my life, 

When I eomo home, when T corao home. 

And leave heaven hare on tb^ bow>m, sweet Wife! 
When I come home, when 1 eomo homo 
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With hor smilmg Eaorgioo, —^Faith warm 

bright, — ' 

With Love glory-crowned and {ferencly alight ^ 
With her womanly beauty and queenly calm. 

She stealfl to my heart with her bletising of ImiIul ; 
And O but the wine of love eparklea with foam, 
When I come homo, when I oomo homo' 

Home, home, when [ come homo! 

Far i’ the night when I come home. 


THE THREE SPIRITS. 


They were three Spirits fresh from God's own hand, 
And beautifVillor ne'er took mortal mould, 

They had worn vestures of the undofiled, 
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Sat down with Gh>ds and Heroes, held high convenrsO 
Wi£h Milton and the mighty men of old, 

Htvine old Socrates and deathless sages, 

The martyr'^d Prophets and the warrior-jsaints, 
Who wo do now, and wrestled down 

Poubt*8 despairs, with pangs and qucnchloss 
faith. 


Glory tiara’d thoir immortal brows, 

Their lips wero yet alive with 8(‘raph-liro, 

And locks bedropt rich dews of Paradise : 

They lookt a fore-taste and fore-fe«*l tyf heaven 
Christ-lilke they came tp wear old Earth's lifo- 
bamesB, 


And «ko their fiery sonHltccds in her fun ows. 
They eome to battle, toil in tears, and pray, 

“ 0 ur father,” with the family of Men. 


- --q 


• • 1 
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lad on her silver robe of dow, 

first lookt like smiles of God, through 
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Whore Btruggling hcayon light ehone half-droym’d 
in tears, 

Ad i^ainy sunbefMBS strike a watery world. 

They grew sweet babes, where fond hearts set 
TjO\e’s throne, 

Ilefiven breatlied about them, Angels sang to them, 
And joy wJls Witli them in their inrioeonco. 

Their daan of iudiig liroadenM into day, 

And they had sprung to Manhood unawares. 

'I'ho lusty blood lan brave fire in tl eir veins, 

Lite’s surging w.wes, with them, •aero at mad- 
plnngo, 

And plough’d the pd'^sionato heart with tempest* 
heat 

Then iiigh thoughts burst like battle on their souls, 
Housing and stern as in the noon of night 
The claiion's 11 ingor suiitos a sleeping host' 

And gorgeous ^ isums, glor\“clad, swept by. 

Sinew and the\^ ic strung to win at least 
The table-luid that girds the mount of Fame. 

And one went down to moil in Mammon's mine, 
Foi love ot (Jold ; theneeforth in his warpt heait, 
I’lie Do\ il at deatli-gnjis set himself to Ood, 

And da^ by day win’in'd out some trace divine ! 
Day unto day, Gold rotted out the soul. 

Still he toil’d on for Gold, sweet ’ uamning Gold * 
The ])oor man’s sweat, and tears, and blood, 
congeal’d; 

And ho wavt wealthy * all around him rose 
Tiic hoarded heaps, like tiophies after battle. 

Or trihii ti'-treasuro Hung at Monarchs’ foot, 
lit* turn’d to what he teapn. dust to dust; 

The angrl-pllimes once moulted, grew no more ’ 
The God dwarft in him, and his heart was hoary 
Before Time’s silver mark had blanoht his brow. 
And one up-re j.red a f.imc w hich stood apart 
In the world’s ga/e, as ’mid old Tadmor’s ruins 
Homo column loometh in the eye ol sunset, 
lie crown’d with a bcacon-fire the resi which 
wreokt 
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laightj of all time. His marvellous name 
Mqved inen^s tongues regally aa Euroclydon, 

The storm-wind' wakes the \oices of old oeeun. 
Leviathan of hJood ' what crimson seas 
Ho spilt to re\el in ; hiS path to enipiro 
W as wasted htnirts and desolated lauds. 

The other troJe the “aorld’s face jx)or as Christ, 
l>raiik goH and wormvvood, lived (jefcbsomane, 

Jn many a midnight solitude of lu^art * 

Loved, hoped, and nurst large Jaith in human-kind, 
Wept glorious tears that telescope the **uul. 

And bring ]ioa\eii nearer to the e^es <->f Faith ^ 

The hounds of hell hay’d at him, hoary Kvil 
Hr^athcd blighting inlluonces on his hcait, 

To turn it to a I pas-tree, and kill 
All nestling hinls of love. W ith tears and travail 
He wulkt the furnace, trode Karth’s stony ways, 
And b<3at his rugged path with bleeding (bet. 

Yet nought bore down his heart, or nlencht his 

faith, 

And many a doud-rif^ radiantly rent, 

Dmpt blesetliig dear as mrted Ii^jh of love. 

From stil£brinflfrbewui3bBkrongth to throw the world ; 


A temple for the BcnirUtifal! all warm 
And bright, wtt^ blessed light ot liOvc, that win¬ 
dow 

Of our dim life^ which over opes on God * 

He trimmed i.ove^s lamp in |>oor men’s hearts and 
homes, 

the world’s wasto places his lifo blc'ssom’d. 
&ch built up a lifo. Time’s sca^olding 
F^l from Umm* and they stood in God’s eye bare ! 
liV) the silent land, they pass’d the Grave, 

V^bich Spring bad made a beautiful gate of flowers; 
Ojiv)M[tM|rondcr won the starry threshold 
ipwlQPral^like to Uku is gauged and garnered. 
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They etood whore ParadiFo uprear'd its pooMbals, '' 
And shook down t^fondors, palpitated bliss —• 

Like u town lull or triumph, — heart of love, 

O in that hour how bhook the rich man's Houli 
Ue stood there )M*j!,fj;ar’d, poorest of the poor I 
Gold would not pui*eh«iso noa\ on ; and if ft»|xiight. 
Eternity rj»n him and M's rh hes . 

And ho w«>nt wailnij^ 'with his world of'Woe* 

The ot]u‘r had j^aiuhlod for a lifo, and lost, 

Lot bliji his chance for an eteiuity S 
Tor fame, had l»art(T'd an iinuiortal hirthright; 
For name on earth had sold llott\cn'b heritage ; 
And there the gates of glory on him elosc^d. 
I'ho-jioor nitiii eame, ami his meek toarful eyes 
Grew luminous, as lit witli sadden sun. 

Divinity leapt up full-staturod, when 
Ills lifo burst its 'Worn manaehs of elay, 

And wore God's splendor round it like a iMiment. 
Tlirobhing 'with gloiy like a midnight star. 

All Heaven wms liuslit to hear the Lord’s “ 'W ell 
done.” 

Then shiniug hosts and quiring orbe BC^g^ Wel¬ 
come,” 

’ And angels crown'd him in their <}a|Axilf , 

For in his heart he kept God’s 
Love was his life-blood, 'fhro’ Ums Iqng" i^ork- 
day — 

The dark and terrible night-timeaye, to death, 
Ho nurst his love: and God himself is love. 

Ami there bo none of all tlio poorest poor 
That walk the world, worn heart-Dare, nouo so 
poor 

But they may bring a little liuman ]o\e 
Tq meud the world. Aud God himself is Ipve. 



TO-DAY AND TO-MORBOW. 


TO-DAY AJSHD TO-MORROW^ 

ITion hopes that barn'd like Stars sublime 
Go down i’ the Heavens of Freeddm ; 

Anri true hearts perish in the time 
We bith*rlie8t need 'em ! 

But never bit we down and say 
Tlicre's nothing loft but stuTOw : 

Wo w^alk tlie Wilderness To-day, 

The Promised Land To-morrow. 

Our birds of song are silent now. 

There are no flowers blooming! 

Yet life beats in the frozen bough. 

And Freedom’s Spring is coming! 

And Freedom’s tide comes up slway, • 
Tho’ wo may strand in sorrow : 

And onar good Bark, a-ground To-day, 
StoR again To-niurrow. 

Jm 

Thro’ aU tW'dong, dark night of years 
The People’s cry ascendctli. 

And Earth is wet with blood and tears : 
But oar meek sufferance ondeth! 

The Few shall not for ever sway, 

The Many moil in sorrow: 

The Powers of Hell are strong To-da^-, 
But Christ shall rise To-morrow. 

Tho’ hearts brood o’er the Past, our eyes 
With smiling Futures glisten ! 

For, Id 1 our day bursts up the skies: 
lisatt out yonr souls and listen! 

r^ljfif^orld rolla'iSteftdotD's radian 
^;wnd ripens with her sorrow : 

Keep heart! who bear the Cross To-day, 
Sl«all wear the Crown To-morrow. 
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O Von til' flamc-oarncst, still aspire, 
With energies immortal' 

To many a heaven of Desire, 

Our yearning oj>es a ported * 

Aiuf tho’ Age wearie«« by the way. 

And h<ait8 break in the furiow, 
We’ll how the golden gram To-day,— 
Tho Ilaivc^t comes To-moriow 

Build up lieroie li\c*rt, and all • 

Bo like a shea then sabie, 

Header to flash out at God’s eall, 

O C iivalry of Tiabor * 

Triumph and Toil are twins and tiyo 
Joy Mins the cloud of Sorrow; 

And ’tiH tho martyrdom To-day, 
Brings \ictory To-morrow. 


flUSBAND AND WIFE, 

O, PRornLY I st«:io<l in the rare Simrlse, 

As the dawn of your beauty i 

But f fear'd for the storm, as I lookt At tho skie , 
And trembled for your sweet sake t 
And O, may the evil days eome not, I snid. 

As I yiMin'd o’er my t<»nder blossom ^ 

Strung arm oi lo\o ' sholter tlio dear one's head : 

And I nestled y ott in my bosom. 

May the* tears never dim the love-light of her oyo,*— 
May lier Ufo bo all Spring-weather ’ 

Was the prayer of my heart, eie you, Love, and I, 
Wore llusband and Wife togotfier. 

But the suns will shine, and the rains will fkll^ 

On the loftiest, Low host apotj 
And there's mourning and merriment mingled for all 
That inherit the human lot 
4 
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!So WB*V6 sufifer’d and sorrow^ and grown more 
strung, 

Heart-to-heart, 8id(*-by-side, we have striven, 
With the love that makes sujnuier-tido all the year 
long, 

And the iioart that is its ow n lica v oji' 

Wo clung tiio more close ns the st >r]u swept by. 
And kept the nist warm in cold weather 
And seldom we'\p ialter’d since yon, and I, 

Have been TI»isband and Wife together! 

Like the sweet wild flowers of the* wiMermw, 

You have dwelt life to life with Nature; 

And caught the wild beauty and grace of her ways, 
And grown to her hea\cidi('r stature » 

In golden calm, and in qui<'kcDiiig strife, 

Hath your womanly worth iinfoldcn * 

And sunshine and sliuwV have onricht your life, 
And ripen’d its har\est goldin. 

There is good in the grimm< st cloud o' tl»e sky, 
There are blessings in w intry w'oathor 
Even hath its glory, since you, 1jo\e, and 1, 
llavaheen husband and Wife together. 

0, Li£c is not perfect with Tjo\e’s first kiss: 

Who would win the blessing must wrestle; 

And the deeper the sorrow', tin* dearer the bliss, 
That in its rich oore may nestle ^ 

Our Angels oft greet us in tearful guise, 

And o^T savioiirn come in sorrow • 

While the murkiest midnight that frowns from the 
skies, 

Is at heart a rad hint? Morrow * 

We laugh and we cry, wo sing and wo sigh, 

And Life will have wintry weather! 

So well hope, and lo\e on, sineo you, Love, and I, 
Axe husband and Wife together. 
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W isWBLLED BEAUTY IS HY LOVE. 


NO JEWl^LLED BEAUTY TS MY LOVE. 

No jowollul limutj is my Lom), 

Y<*t in hur oarriost f.ioe 

Tlu'ro'b such «i world ol‘ hmderiiosa, 
hho ficods no other grace. 

Her smiles, and voice, around my life 
Tn light and music twiiu*. 

And ticar, O vor^ dear Ui me, 

Is this sweet Love of mine. 

O loy » to know there’s one fond heart, 
Beats over true to me : 

It sets mine leaping like a lyre, 

Tn 8^^eotest melody: 

My soul up-spi ingb, a Deity! 

To hoar her voice divine, 

1 dear, O very dear hj me, 

Is this sweet Love of iniue. 

If ever I have sigh’d for wealthy 
’Twas all for her, T trow; 

And if T win Fame’s victQr-Wrcath, 

TTl tvsino it on her hro'^f* 

There may Ix' forms mor6 beaul^ful, 

And souls of sunnior shine. 

But none, O none, so djPar to me, 

As this sweet Love of mine. 
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THE KINGLTEST KINGS. 

Ho * ye who in a noble work 
Win scorn, as flames draw air, 

And in the "way whore bionn lurk, 

God's iiutij^ y)ra\ ely boar, 

Tlio’ trollhlo-trled, and toi’turc-torii, 

The kingUcst Kings are crown’d with thorn. 

Life’s glory, like the bow in hoavon, 

Still snririgoth from the cloud , 

And soul noVr soar'd the starry Seven, 
But Pain’s firo-cliariot rtxlo. 

They’ve battlod boat who’ve boldliest home. 
The kingllest Kings are crown’d with thorn. 

The Martyr's firo-erown on the brow 
• Doth into glory burn 
And tears that from Love’s torn heart flow 
Tg pearls of spirit turn 
Our dearest hopes In pangs are bom, 

The king^ieat Kings are crown’d with thorn. 

As lieauty in Death’s cerement shrouds, 
And Stars bejewel Night, 

God-splendors live in dim heart-clouds, 
Anu suffering worketli might. 

The mirkiest hour is mother o’ Morn, 

The klngliest Kings arc crown'd with tliorn. 
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MARTYRS FOR HUNGARY AND ROME. 

1850 . 

Tii>r arc fi^ono * 

AVlien on cartliquakf-o<l|j;e they slumWied, 
Who have man accurst, • 

And Hopc‘’« blossoms, man^-numbered, 

Into floi^er huist; 

When our heaits like t}»roblnn|]; drums. 

Beat foi Fntdom , san^;, iShe comes ! 

God * they btumlded among tombs. 

They are gone * 

IVeedoin^h stiong oiics, young and hoary, 
B(Miitiful ill faith f 
And her first dawn-iduth of glory 
< bids their camp of dca& I 
There the^ lie in shrouds of blood; 

Murd< r’d, w hero ft>r fight tb^ 9t9<^— 
Murder’d, Chribt-like, doing 

V 

They are gone! 

And ’tis g(MKl to die up-giving 
Valqr’s vengeful breath. 

To make Heroes of the living,—* 

Thus divine is death* 

One ^ one, dear hearts * they've left us. 

Yet lR»po hatli not all berelt us : 

Still we man the breach they cleft us. 

They are here! 

Here, wheio hfo ran ruddy rain, 

"Wlien jK)\v er from God seom*d wrencht; 
Hera, where tears fall —• moltim brain! 

And hands are agony-clencht! 
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Look, Love lifts the veil; ab ! now 
There’s a jrlorjr, wheve the slow 
Of Pain’s fire-orown seam’d each brow. 

They are hero » 

In the Etna of each heart, 

Where Vengeance laughs 1icll* ** mirth, 
In the silent tears that start 
O’er their glorious worth ^ 

Tears / ay^ tears of fire, proud Weepers' 

Por these soul-scpultured sleepers 

Eire * to smite Death’s blood-surd reapers. 

They are here ! 

With us in the march of time, 

Be.iting at our side ' 

Let us live their lives sublime, 

Die as they have died ' 

Wait these Martyrs ^et shall c«>mu. 
Myriad-fold, from thmr lieait tomb! 

In the Tyrant’s day ol doom. 


* I.OVE ME. 

** Ahh dear as the feeling when firat-flowors start, 
Thou cam’st in thy musical lightness. 

And the oloud wept itself in rich rain on my heart, 
That had hidden thy beauty and brightness 
’Twas as Life’s toi)most window oped suddoiiiy, 
bright 

With the glittering face of an Angel, 

The sweet secret out-ilasht on thy forehead of light, 
And I knew thee, my own love-Evangcl! 

O bow shall I crown thee, Love, on my heart's 
throne, 

Thon art so far, fur above me? ” 






And aye afil lior dear eyes lookt love in mine own, 
The Maiden answered, ** Love me.” 


“ My Beloved is fdir as some beautiful star 
That walks in an air of glory ; 

And her large-hearted looks and ncr lineaments aro 
As «K>me Queenof the old (Iroek story * 
There’s never ni^ht no'w, since those dear ej cs of 
thine 

Smiled on mo their soft sweet Splendor, 

And 1 drank of the wine of thy kisses dhinc * 
wliat lor such lo\e shall 1 render*^ ” 

And aye, as I knelt at uiy true Love's shrine. 

She bent in her beauty abovo me 
And aye, as her ^^\eet eyes lookt lo\e into mine. 
The Maiden answered, “ Lovo me.” 


** O could my heart, mountain-region’d in bliss, 
Thy lilc with !i 0 ^e*H aflluence doww. 

Thou sliould'st have hea\en in a world e’en like chis, 
the joy of a lile in each hour I 
Tliou shouldgo ioith like a conquering queen, 
Reaping rich heaitluls of treasnro« 

Nor strive where the worn of htiari weail^ gloan 
But handfuls, in harvcstingjple^or^.^ 

And aye, as 1 knelt at my true love's shtlne. 

She bent in her beauty above me : 

And aye, as her sweet eyes lookt love into mine. 
The Maiden answered, “ Ixive me.” 


LOVE'S FAIRY RING, 

While Titans war with social Jo%e, 
My own sweet wife and I 
We make Elysium in our lo\e, 

And let the world go by ! 
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O never hearts bsAftlialf so li^ht 
With crown^^tME^een or King ! 
O never world was half so bright 
As IS our fiury-riug. 

Dear love * 

Our hallowed fairy-ring. 


Our world of empire is not largo. 

But prieeloss wealth it holds ; 

A little he4\en links marge to marge, 
But wliat rich realms it folds! 

And eLi^]>ing all from outer strife 
Sits Lo\e wnth toldcn viing, 

A-hrood o’er dearer lifb-iu-li£e. 

Within our fairy-ring, 

Dear love! 

Oar hallowed fairy-ring. 

Thou leanest thy true hi^art on mine. 
And bra\ely bearoht up! 

Aye mingling Love’s mo-^t precious wine 
In I^e’s most bitter cup < 

Ai^d evesnnorc tlie oiroling lu»urs 
, Kew gifts of glory bring ; 

; live and love like happy flowers, 

\ ,All iu our fairy-ring, 

Dear love! 

Our hallowed filiry-riiig. 


We’ve known a many sorrows, Sweet' 
e*ve wept a many hvirs. 

And often trod with tix'mbling feet 
Our pilgrimage of years. 

But when our sky grew dark and wild. 
All closelier dm wo cling : 

Clouds broke to beau^ as you smiled, 
Peace crown’d our faity-ring. 

Dear love 

Our hallowed fairy-ring. 
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A-way "finrim Lotdif>!^Murderdnm, 

A^&y, O strife > 

Hence, Tevcllers, leeluig drunken from 
Your feast of human life * 

ITeayen sUield our little Option round. 

From ills that with them spring, 

And ne\or ho their footjprints found 
Within our fairy-ring, 

Dear love! 

Our hallowed fairy-ring. • 

But, (onie yo who the Truth daro own, 

Or work in Love’s dear name ; 

Ck)me .ill who wear tho Martyr’s crown — 
The Mystic’s rolie of flame * 

Sweet souls, a Christless world do;^ ^bom 
Like birds smote blind to sing<*— 

For such, we’ll aye make welcome room 
Within our fairy-ring, 

Hoar love! 

Our hallowed fairy-ring. 


NEW YEAR’S EVE IN , 

9 

Warriors of Freedom who for heritage 
Wear on their bruw's a mark as hurst as Cain's, 
Tho flower and chivalry of many lands 
Betn'tluHl to Martyrdom as to Bride,— 

Had met together, a strange companio! 

Blit brothers, battling In one saered cause. 

^fhey were heroic souls who had lain life’s^all 
On Freedom’s hungry Altar, and gone forth 
Clad in tho spirit of solf-sacrifloe. 

To roam a thankless world with bonicless hearts, 
Mon who had tost on Hanger's u ildest waves, 
For whom a radiant victory over shone : 
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Liko Hero on her watisMiO^I^ with hat torch, * 
Lijrhting licT lover shadow of death, 

Men who had brokoti Battle^ib burning lines« 
Dealing life with thoir looks, death with their 
hands, 

And strode like SalaiUandors tlirongh War^s dame; 
And 111 the lost stern charge of desperate valor. 

On Death’s scythe dasht with force that turn’d its 
edge. 

Some were bul? youths, yet with such manhood 
ilusht. 

By eager leaps to catch at lordlier life, 

They had attained the old heroic stature. 

SSuiiie liad grown gra}* with battle, some with years, 
And there were ancient Sorrow s grand as kings, 

Of an old peerless line. , Such silent Griefs 
And Suffisrings crown’d tor immortality. 

Barnest as tiro they sate, and reverent 
As though a God were present m their midst: 
Stern, but serene and hopeful, prajertiil, brave. 

As Cromwell’s Ironsides on un eve ot battle ; 

Bach individual life as clencht and knit, 

''As though beneath their robes their hugers clutcht 
'ShlRylMpoa sworn to strike a Tvitint down 

Bcliof did lift their kindling brows, 
gmwing purpose hunger’d in their eyes, 
^ith fire enough to set a world in flames. 

No servile souls, that at your li^dd look, 

Liko meek worms, Writhe into their darkening 
holes. 


And One up^roso to word the Thought that ran 
Hot to their hearts and glittering to their brows, 
lAn old man, with the mournfulI’st, thin, gray hair ; 
THtie lines of suHfering in his laci* seem d drawn 
^ight with the mortal tug of Agony, 

But with sad majesty ho smiled, and splendor 
e sweetly from the furrows of hie face, 
rinklcs on the waters laugh with light, 
ing as a Prophet’s wings of flamo 
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Flatter’d within aspect bum’d 

With an unoarthlj caught up 

The mount Transhguratioi^^ with eyes fixt 
On air, as though lie tulkt with one beyoiul. 

Ho stood there hioking down tho unseen time, 

Xiiko somo hoar Hill that lifts its solenm peak 
To catch the uniisen Mom, while all tho pLiins 
Are drowso^l and darkling He already suun'd 
Him in the glory of the coming Day; 

And his words swejjt their yioMiug, springing 
hearts, 

As strong winds take a field of billowing corn. 

•• Tho merry Bells arc jubilant Tt)-niglit 
T{irough ail the land*of Exile; blithe wine laughs 
Its bubbling laughter, — winking gem^like oyi s, 
And leaps up in the beaker like red lips 
W ho'30 kisses storm the inner gates of bliss. 

But not with mirth, and song, and dainty feast, 
We moot to hold our solemn festival. 

We wait th(‘ wine of Freedom : when it runs 
W e shull wax merry, too, — perchance grow 
drunken — 

They keep it ripening to such mellow age! 

And we siiall bauquet like Immortals fed * 

By Hobo’s hanil at the Ambrosial feasts* 

The Now Ye ir ilashos on us sadly grand/ 
lA*aps in our mi<lst with ringing armor on, 

Strik OH a mail’d liand in ours, and bids ns arm 
£ro tlio first trumpet sound tho hour of onset 
Denso darkness lies on Europe's winter-w orld. 
Stealthy and grim tho Boar comes creepiiig^on, 

Out of tho North, and all tho Pooplos sleep 
By Freedom’s smouldering watch-fire. there is none 
To snatch the brand, and dash it in his face. 

Old England slecjis, and still the Bear croups on, 
Ah ’ she forgetteth how, in the old years, 

The great hearts of her glorious Commonwealth 
Sent thundor-throbbings through tho lands, and 
fi^ve them 
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Such Jb new pul^^ of xiobl&)^ life and wlion 
Iheir bumlc^s Venture and o’er thi m roir^ 

The woriQwood 'v^atersof defeat and do\th, 

How in Hull nhading hands tbej hold the Babe 
And Oiphtin liibert^, and bade bci roar it 
hor lo\< ol them, and for its own snoot sake. 

And Lnglcind slinlm behind the nations now. 

Dim lb li( r Ik at on Despots paled to seo 
Bum on tliem thiough the dark, like God*a Btem 
eye. ' 

Hei ba ttle-armor rusteth in hr r hallB, 

And the old mighty aim that struck such blows 
For Bight and Freedom, hangoth llstlebe now. 

A dry-iot eatb her life her God Ji» IVJammon ! 

(^od Mars no longer leaps into her heart, 

\s in a chaiiot driving down to battle 
Her ancient fame and valoi ha\e bLcoiue 
A tab that^s told us of foigotten turns — 

Some fabled Krakcn sliimbt ring in its si a ' 

O ' lor the \oice of once again, 

To make the hon-oyes lighten, and her hunt 
As tremblingly alive as ih a Stir, 

Till in her naked btrength mai<bt < si 

She walkt the sun-road ol her glui lous w ly. 

Bat Bii^and sleeps — the Ruin still rolls on. 

iSrouchfs ’netitli the shuddering wings^ of 
Fear. 

Sibnt, and v(‘r^ calm, Friidnin lus huslit, 

And listens lik^- a putting thing ])iiisiiul, 
Ilaikening lieart-stirted, Jor thi sh ilthust field 
Of One that hunts like Tarquin foi Lni ru e 
’Tjh mfdnight now, and all tin cm ping things, 
And Buds of DarknebS, ply tluii gtiis^ly 'uoik. 
life giopts and stumbles among ^aping gr iv< s, 
Aud Freidom’s worshippcis lull htadless, while 
Th$iy bend to give their lieuts up at htr bhrme * 
But (^d^s in heaven, iind yet the Day shall 
dawn — 

Break from the dark upon her golden wings. 
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Her quick, ripo 6plen4o]^,^nd and bum the gloom, 
Her living tides of glory burst, and foam, 

And hurry along the darken’d strectH of night. 
Cloud after cloud shall light a rainbow-roof, 

.And build a Triumph-Arch for conquering Day 
To flash her beauty — trail her grandeurs through. 
And take the World in her white arms of light. 
And Earth shall flin^ aside her mask of gloom, 
And lift her tearlul face. O there will be 
Blood on it thick as dews ! 'flic cHildren’s blood 
Spiasht in the Mother's face! And there must be 
A red sunrise of retribution yet! 

A mighty future is about to break 
fhe Susn o’ the world —tlie waiting gloom in 
heaven. 

The Now Year cometh with a magic key. 

To ope some r.idiant chamber in Time’s palace. 

Our ISTurtyrs have not sown such seeil in vain * 
Beneath old Winter's snows a w<uld of hope 
jjies ripening, and shall riehly run to flowers, 
When Spring comes dancing like a julnlant Psal- 
tresB, 

And free earth kindles as a eountenance 
Alive with lo^e, and all the soul alight! , 

O come, thou Spring of (Jod, and at thy Toioa 
Tiie balmy blood shall boat in bud and leaf! 

And come, thou mellow rain, fall on it warm, 

And fondle it with kisses, drop rich tears; 

And blow, thou sweet Spring-wind, and set it 
stirring 

With secret rai)tiire—budillng tenderly. 

With all the glory of its folded bloom. 

And all its fragrau<‘e &tri\ing for the light. 

Cod, what a Spring and Harvest yet shall crown 
Tho dark, dern Deluge of Calamity ^ 

Then come, thou grand New Year, in silencocome 
Across the white snows, and the winter-land. 
Come, great Deliverer, call tho |>ooples up,— 

CJp from tho Egypt of their slavery! 
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Bing out tho death^-knetl of oW Tyranny — 

’Tis rotton ripe, and the heart of half tho world 
Both beat and hurst to hurry it into hell. 

Stride o’er the Pre'aent, grand M some !iug6 wa\o 
Should ruHh ii« i )H8 Baiitiina at a lea]i^ 

And iritikt* tw o Seas one perfect world of wah'rs. 

So link <>ur great Past to a nobler Future, 

An<l eet our new woild singing on its way, 

With hunslvno freighted, like ,i heart *)f bliss. 

Her Life’s rich •tide at (rlory’s high flood-^mark. 

A little whih', and we shall yet return 
Each to the Fatherland, like kings to conquest. 
Light lireaks there' in tlio East; it grows, and 
soon 

Shall Freedom’s sun roll up the Heaven of Life. 

We may not sih' (Jod’s face, yet at our side 

He eomhats for us, with hfs \i 20 r down 

But no more words—like weeds they sap the soul 

Of riehnesH th.it should fill the fruit of deed'«. 

Henceforth let lips be dumb, as Braxei’y — 

IL‘r parley done—had shat lu‘r gates, to ope not 
Sa\e for the shouts that ehariot Victory forth. 

We are all ready I We ha\o waited long ’ 

God strike the hour, Ho ' let the trumpets ring^ ” 
He ceased. One shout ran thro’ tho niglit, and 
Struck 

Heaven’s bo'^s of stars, and like a ship went down 
In the lone sea of silence tluwing round. 

In toiiehing majesty tho Stirs lookt down, 

As tho’ thoj yearn’d to them with answ^oring pulse, 
And with invisiblo Speed the world rollM <in 
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SONO. 

TiiiwE loay^s from iVutumn\ lM>ugli, Old Fiiend, 
Our ripest liopes di part; • 

And there’s little h ft us iu»>\, Old Fiiend, 

To cheer tin* Pcitrujt's heart. 

The Altars where we knelt. Old IJriond, 

Glow desolate and cold. 

And faint is the faith we felt, Old Friend, 

V the valiant da^s of old* 

la bloody shrouds they sleep, Old Friend, 

Who eon Id not live as slaves 
And the li\ing imly weep, Old Friend, 

Al>o\e tlioir IViartyrs’ giaves ^ 

Freedom hath many a wound, Old Fiiend, 

\nd, ring’d hy lioituds of hell, 

She wrajH }i< r purple loiind, Old Friend, 
jLo lall as Cjesar Icll. 

The men of blood prevail. Old Friend, 

And, stiieken in the night. 

The people’s weeping wail. Old Friend, 

(iioeH playing for the light. 

And >et tm ii d.i\ ’^hall come, Old Friend, 
i’hougb we may never hear 
The shouts of IIaiv« st-home, Old Fiiend, 

Xor the golden year. 


3 THE white snow crowns the Hills, and the arms 
of Bthor Alls, 

Tn the glory of its loveliness — a presence as of 
light, * 
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Ai]i<| it looks up iu JZoaveii’s J&oo with all a Virgin's 
trusting grace: 

So the Maiden walkt on Purity’s white height. 

But the Snow will blush for bliss, at the red Dawn’s 
f(*rvent kiss, 

And fall from its high throne, and loso tho 
brightness trom its brow ; 

And be trodden on tho highways, and be trampled 
in the byways • 

So the Maiden's fife is stain’d and trampled now. 


EIGHTEEN HUNDRED AND FORrY-EIOHT. 

Peoi»li: of England, rouse ye from your dreaming ' 
Smew your souls iov Freedom’s glorious le.ip 
Look to the Future, where our day-spring’s gltsim- 
ing: 

Lo f a pulse stins that never more shall '^lecp 
In the world’s heart. Men's eyes Hash wide with 
wonder ^ 

The Bobbers tremble in their mightiest tower, 
Strange words roll o’er their souls with wheels of 
thunder, 

The leJivcH iroiu Royalty’s tree fall hour by 

hoi'i*, — 

Earthquakes leap in our TempUs, erumbling 
Throne and Power. 

Vampyres liave drain’d tho human heart’s best 
blood, ^ 

Kings robb’d, and Priests have curst us in God s 
name: 

Out in the midnight of the Past we’ve stood 
^hile fiends of darkness plied their hellish game. 
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Wo have bocu Avorshippm^ a glld^ crown, 

Which drew lioa\on b lightning^laughter on o\ir 

ht^ad; 

Cl\ains loll on U8 as wo were bowingr down ; 

Wo decisi’d our (lods divine, but lo ! iusUmd — 
They are but piiinted clay, — -with worn the 
charm lias ilcd ! 

And this is merry Rngland, — cradling-place 
Of souls sclf-deiiied an<l glory-crownVI! 

Wlioro smiles made s]ih'n<lor in tlie IVasaufs face. 
And Jubtico reign d—ller awful eyes floj*e- 
bound ! 

Where Toil with open brow went on light-beai tod, 
And twain in love Law never thrust ap4irt ? * 

UoAv is lh«' glory of our life dej>arti'd 

From us, who sit and nurse our bleeding smart ; 
And slink, afraid to lm*ak tlio laws that bn^ak 
tbi‘ heart! 

ITusbt I >4 kl 11 ' TIorald on the walls of fame. 
Trumping this IVopIe as tlieir Country’s priJt*; 
Weep rather, with your souls on fire witli siianie ; 

St*o ye not how the pilaeed knaves deride 
Us flatter’d fi>olb i hoAV priestcraft, strong ainl 
stealthy, 

Stabs at oiir fr«H*(lom through its veil of night. 
And grinds the p(K)r to flush its eolfers wealthy? 
Hear how the laud.groans in the grip id* Miglit, 
Then iju.irt* your eup of Wrongs, and laud a 
Jlritoll's ‘‘ Jlight.” 

O • 

There's not a spot in all this flowery land. 

Where Tyranny's oui*sed brumf-murk has not 
been: 

O * wore it not for its all-hlasling hand, 

Bear Christ, what a sAveet heaven this might 
have been! 

5 
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Has it not hunted forth our spirits brave,— 

Kill’d the rod rose of healui 'which crown’d our 
daughters, 

Wedded our Ihing hopes unto the grave, — 

Filled happy homes with strife, the world with 
slaughters, 

And turn’d our thoughts to blood—to gall, the 
heart’s sweet waters? 

Where is the Spirit of our ancient Sires ? 

Who, hleoding, wrung their Kights from tyran¬ 
nies olden, 

God-spirits have j)Con here, for Freedom fires 

From out their ashes, to eartii's heart cnfoldon ; 

The mighty dead lie slumberiug around, — 

Whoso names thrill tliro’ us as Gods were in the 
air; 

Life leaps from where their dust makes holy ground : 
Their de^ds spring forth in glory, — li'O all- 
wht're, — 

But we are traitors to the trust tiny bade iis bear. 

Go forth, when Night is hiisht, end hea\en is (doth^d 
With smiling stars that in God’s presence roll. 

Fool the stirr'd spirit leap to tliem betrothed. 

As Angel-wings vroio fuming in the soul ; 

Feel the hot tears flood in tin* eyi s upturning. 

The tide ol goodness heave its bvighttst w.ivos,— 

Then suddftily erusli the grand uiid Godwurd 
yea/ning 

With tho mad thought that ye are hounden 
slaves! 

.0 ! how long willyo make jour hearts its living 
graves ? 

Immortal Liberty ! wo see thoe stand 

Like Morn^st stept from heaven upon a mountain 

With V^utiml feet, and blessing-laden hand, 

Ajid heart that welleth Love’s most living foun¬ 
tain ! 
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O ! vheti A\ilt thou string on the People’s lyre 
Joy’s broken chords A?id on the Pwple s brow 
Sot Empho’b ( ro\Mi ? Light up thy beacou-fim 
Within their huaits, witli an undying gU»\v; 

Nor give us blood for milk, as lucii are drunk 
•with now ? 

Ouret, curst be -war, the World’s most fatal glory ’ 
Yo wakening nations, burst its guilty tlirall * 
Time waits nith out stiitcht hand to shroud the 
g€)ry 

Grim glaho of behind Ohli\ion’s pall. 

The Tyrant laughs at swoids, the cannon s rattle 
Thunders no tciror on his murderous soul 
Thought, Mind, must conquer Might, and in this 
battle 

The Wairior's cuirass, or the Sojdiist’s stole, 
bhall blunt no lance of light, no onset backward 
roll. 

Old *^dl iiB of a golden age, 

When earth was giiilth'ss, — Gods the guests of 
men. 

Ere sin had dnnin’d the heart’s illunilncd page, — 
And binai-voices say ’twill come again. 

O * happy ago ' whin Lom* sliallrule the heart, 
And time to live shall be tlio poor man’s dowir, 
Wlien M iityis blml no more, nor exiles smoit — 
Mind i& the only di idim of powei — 

People, it ripius now! awake ^ and striki. the 
lioui 

Hearts, high and mighty, gather in our cause 
Bless, bksH, (> God, and crown their eainest labor, 
Who dauntless ^ght to w in us equal laws, 

With mentil armor, and with spiriVsabte! 
Bless, bless, O God* the proud intelligence, 

That like a sundawnstni the People’s forehead,— 
Humanity springs fh>in them like incoiisc, 
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The future bursts upon thom^ bouudlees-*-Btar« 
nod, — 

They weep repentant tears, that they so leug 
ha\o tamed. 


TUE PATKIOT. 

At, Tyrants, build your Hahels * forgo your 
tors! link your chauis ’ 

As brims ^our guilt-oup fuller, ours of grief ebbs 
to tho drains ; 

Still, as on Chritit’s brow, oro\\Tis of tboru. for 
Preedom’s Martyrs twine; 

Still batten on live hearts, and maddt^n, o'er tlio 
hot blood-wuio 

Murder luoii sleojiing, or awake, — tort ai e them 
<lumb with pain, 

And tear, with iiaiids all bloody red, Mind’s 
jewels from tho }>rain * 

Your feet aro on us, Tyrants — strike * and hush 
Earth’s wail of sorrow . 

Your sword of power, so red to-d.iy, shall kiss the 
dust to-iuorrow 

O ^ but ’twill bo a, merry day, the wuild shall set 
apart, 

'When htiite’s Lxst band is brok(*u in tbo last 
crown'd Tyrant’s heart' 

And it shall <ome, — tlespite of Ilille, Rope, and 
Hack, and Scafibld, 

Oneo more we lift the earnest brow, and battle on 
unbaffled. 

Our hopes ran mountains high, wo sang at heart, 
w^t t^iars of gladness, 

brayely beautiful, dasht down 
ibptred madness; 
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Ajttd Uungary her onc-hcarted race of mighty hO" 
roes hurl'd 

In the doath-gap uf tho nations, ns a bulwark fbr 
tlio 'aorlu. 

O Hungaiy! gallant Hungary! grand and glorious 
thou wort, 

The World's soul feeding, like a river, gushing 
from God’s heart; 

And Home, 'vs ho, w hile her Heroes bled, felt her 
old breast hi a\e higher, * 

How her eyes riddenM Avith the flash of all their 
Aomcui flre * 

Mothiers of children, who shall live the Gods of fu¬ 
ture story ' 

Your blood shall blossom from tbe dust, and crown 
tho world ■with glory. 

Ye’ll tread thorn down yet' curse apd crown, Czar, 
Kaiser, King, and sla^e, 

And rreodoiii shall be sovrau in the courts of fool 
and knave. 

Wail li»r the hopes that liave gone down! ttie 
^ouiij; life '\ainly spilt ’ 

Th' jStoi'n.il iMurdor still sits cro'\>n’d, and throned 
in dimming guilt: 

Still in (h)d’s gokion sim tho Tyrant’s bloody ban¬ 
ners bum, 

And Priist^, — lleH’s midnight 'rinigs * — to their 
soiil-btrangling work return ^ 

See how the oiijirossors of tho poor with serpents 
hunt our blood ; 

Ilear^lrom the dark, tlie groan and curse go niad- 
diming up to God. 

They kill un<l trample us poor worms, till earth is 
di^d m( n’h dust, 

Heath’s red tooth dad^ drains our hearts, but end, 
ay, end it must. 

Tbe herald of our coming Christ leaps in the womb 
of Time; 
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The poor’s grand army troads tho Age’s mareh 
^ step sublime, 

Onw is tho nngbty future^ and what marvel, 
biother men, 

If tho do\oured of ages should turn devourers then?' 

4 - 

O ! brothers of tho bounding heart, I look thto*^ 
tearb and smile, ^ 

Our lan<l is rifo with sounds of fetteni snapping 
’neath tHo file; * 

1 lay my hand on England’s heart, and in each 
life-tbrob mark, 

Tho pealing thought of Freedom ring its Tocsin in 
the dark. 

I see the Toiler hath heooiuo a glorious Christ-like 
preacher, 

And, as lie wine a crust, stands proudly forth, the 
great world-teacher ; 

Ho still toils 011, but, Tyrants, His a mighty thing 
when slaves. 

"Who delve their lives into their work, know that 
they delve your graves. 

Anarchs ! your doom comes 8 \\ i fily ' brarO and 
eagle spirits climb, 

To ring Oppression’s dcath-kncll from the old 
watch-towers of time; 

A spirit of Cromwellian might is stirring at this 
hour, 

And thought is burning in men’s eyes with mpro 
than spccchful power. 

Old Ent;land, ceaso the mummer’s part' wake, 
Starveling, Serf, and Sla\o ^ 

House in tho majesty of wrong, groat kindred of the* 
brave! 

Speak, and the world shall answer, with her voioea 
myriad-Hild, 

And men, like Oods, shall grapple with the glant- 
V?rong8 of old« 
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Kow, Mothers of the |yoQplo, give your babes hei;<^0^ 
mills:; 

y 0ilreB, soul your sexes to daxilxg do^s, no more soft 
words of silk ; 

Groat spirits of tlio ipight^ dead take shape, and 
walk ouv mmd, 

Thoir glory smites our upward look, wc seem no 
longer blind ; 

They tell us haw they bioko their bonds, and whis* 
per, ‘^Somayyo,” > 

One sharp, stem struggle, and the slaves of cen¬ 
turies are free * 

The people’s heart, with pulso like cannon, panteth 
for the fray, 

Ahd, bptkcis, gallant brothers, we'U be with you 
in tliat <£iy. 


A LOVER’S FANCY. 

Sweet Heaven ' I do love a maiden, 
Radiant, raio, and boauty-ladon : 

When slio’s near me, hoaven is round me, 
Her dear presence doth so bound me ! 

I could wring my heart ol gladness, 

Might it free her lot of sadness ' 

Give the woild, and all that’s in it, 

Just to press her hand a mimito ' 

Yet blio w Of teth not t love her ; 

Novi*r dare T tell the sweet 
Tale, but to the stars above her, 

And the iloweib that kiss her feet. 

O ' to live and linger near her, 

And in tearful moments cheer her! 

I could lie a bird to lighten 

Her dear heart, her sweet eyes brighten: 
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Or ia fragrance, like a blossom. 
Give my life' up on ber bosom I 
For my love*B witbotiten mliaasqrO) 
All its pangs are sweetest plctasure ; 
Yet she woeteth not I love her ; 

Never dare I tell the svroot • 
Talc, blit to the stars above her. 
And tho flowers that kiss her foot. 


SONG. 

Alii glorious os a Bainbow’s birth, 

She came in Spring-tide's gohlou lioiirs ; 
When lloaven went hand-iu-hand with Earth, 
And May was erown'd with buds and flowers 
The mounting devil at my heart 
Clomb laintlieT, as my life did win 
The charmdd heaven, she wrought apart. 

To wake its slumbering Ang <3 in ! 

W itli radiant mien she trodo serone. 

And past me smiling by ! 

O ! who that lookt could chance hut love ^ 

Not 1 , sweet soul, not 1 . 

Her budding breasts, like fragrant fruit, 

Peer’d out, a ycfiming to be prest: 

Ilor >0100 bhook all my iicart's red root! 

Yot might not break a babe’s but't rest ’ 

Her Tieing mingled into mine, 

As breath of Ihrwors doth mix anil molt. 

And on her lips the houey-winc 
Was royal-tich as spikenard spilt; 

With love a-gush, lik(» water-brooks, 

Her heart smiled in her eye ; 

O ! who that lookt oeuld chance but lo\o ? 

Not I, sweet soul, not 1 . 
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The dowy eyelids of the Dawn 

Ne^er op^ foich beavcu as hers can show: 
O Love ! such eyes have surely shone 
As jewels in some starry brow! 

Her brow fioshi glory like a shrine^ 

Or lily-bell with sunburst bright; 

Where came and went lore-thoughtb divine, 
As low winds walk the lca\e8 m light : 
She wore l>er bt^auty with the grace 
Of Summer's star^clad sky ; * 

0 ^ who that lookt oould chance but love ? 
Not 1, sweet soul, not 1. 


IT WILL mj) IN TnE RIGHT. 

Never deB]iair ’ O, my Biother in sorrtiw! 

1 know that oar inouiniiig is ended not. Yet, 

Shall the \an(ini8ht to-day oe the Motors to-mor¬ 
row, 

Our biar shall shine on when the Tyrant's sun's 
set. 

Hold on! tho’ tlioy spurn thee, for whom thou art 
living 

A life only cheer’d by the lamp of its love : 

Hold on' Fieedom's hope to the oounden ones giv- 
ing : 

Green N|)ots in the waste wait the woin bphit- 
dove; 

Hold on, — still hold on, in the world’s despite, 

NuTbc the faith in tliy heart, keep the lamp of God 
bright, ^ 

And, my liie for thine! it shall end in the Right. 

Wliat, tlio’ the Martvis and Prophets have perisht? 

The Angel of Life rolls the stone fiom their 
graves: 
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Immortal’s the love, and the fremom they cherisht, 
Thoir Faith's Triumph-cry stirs the spirits of 
. sla\es I 

They are ffotic, — hut a Glory is loft in our life. 
Like tiio day-god’s last kiss ou the diurkness of 
Even — 

Gone down ou tht' desoLito seas of their strife, 

To climb as star-bt^acons up Liberty’s heaven. 

Hold on, —still hold on, — in the world’s despite. 

Nurse the ftiith«iii thy Jieait, kct^p the lamp of God 
blight, 

And, my life for thine ! it sliall end in the Right. 

Think of the Wrongs that have ground us for a^es, 
Think of the Wrongs wo have still to endure? 

Think of our blood, rt'tl on History's piiges; 

Then work, th.it our rcck’nuig l»e speedy and sure. 

Slaves, cry unto God ! but be our (^od reveal'd 
In our lives, In our woiks, in oin* u arlato for man ; 

And bearing — or borne upon — Vii tory’s shield. 
Lot us light battlo-haiiKss'd, and i.Lll in the van. 

Hold on, — btill hold on, — m the world's despite, 

Nurse the iaith in thy Ikmi t, kei'p the lamp of God 
bright,- 

And, my 5fe lor thine! it shall end in the Right. 


GOD’S WORLD IS WORTHY BBTfER MEN. 

BbuoLD ! an idle tale they tell, 

-And wlio shall blaui i tluir telling it‘^ 

The rogues have got their ctint to sell, 

The world pa^-s well for selling it! 

They s.iy tho world’s a desoit drear,— 

Still plagued with Egypt's blindness ! 

Th.it we were sent to sulfer here,— 

Wliat! by a God of kindness t 



g6d*b vro&XiD IS worthy bettbk itess. 

That since tlio world has gone astray, 

It must be so for ever. 

And wo should stand still, and obey 
Its Desolators. Never ^ 

MVi' U labor for the bettor time, 

"VVitU all our might of Prebs and Pen ; 
Believe me, His a truth sublime, 

God's world ib worthy bettor men. 

With Paradise the world began, » 

A W(irld of love and gladnobs * 

Its beauty may bo marr d by man 
With all his crime and madness. 

Yet ’tis a hra\e world still, j-iove brings 
A sunshine for tlie dreary ; 

With all our strife, sweet llcst hath wings 
To fold oVr hearts a-^eary. 

The Sun in gloiy, like a God, 

To-(liy elinihs up Iieaven's bosom, 

Tlie flo\\ers upon the jewell'd sod 
In swcM't love-kssoiis blossom, 

As railiant of iuimoptal youth 
And h('aut\, as in Eden ; then 
Belioxe me, ’tis a noble trutli, 

God’s world is worthy better men. 

O * they are bohl, knaxes t)\er-hold. 

Who aiy we are doom'd to anguish; 
That met) in God's own image soul'd. 

Like hell-liound blaves, must langulbh. 
Probe Nature’s heart to its rod core, 
ThiTe’s more of good than evil; 

And man, down-trampled man, is moro 
Of Angel than of Devil. 

Pr(*p.ire to die? Prepare to lieei 
We know not what is In ing : 

And lot us for tlio world’s good give, 

As God is ever giving. 
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OLD ENGLAND. 


Give Action, Thought, Love, Wealth and Time, 
To win the primal age again ; 

Believe mo, ’tin a truth ttublime, 

God’s world is wortliy better men. 


OLD ENGLAND. 

a 

There she sits in liov Island-home, 

Decrlcsb ainuiig her Peers ’ 

And Humanity ott to Jior arms dr>tli come. 

To ease its poor heart of tt'ars 
Old England still throbs with the iniiilled fire 
Ufa Past she e.ni ne\er forg( t 
And again shall she banner the VVorld up higher; 
For there's life in tin* Old Land jet. 

They would mock at her now, who of <»ld lookt 
fortli 

III their fear, as they In'iird Iht afar; 

But loud will your W’^ail be, O kings of the Earth ! 

VVlieii the Ohl Jjaiul got's down to the war. 
Tho Avalanc'hc trembles, lialf-lauiiclit, and half- 
ri\en, 

lT<*r voiee will m motion set * 

O ring out thi* tidings, ye Winds of heaven ! 
There's life iu the Old Land yet. 

The old nursing Moth<*r’s not hoary yet. 

There is s.ip in her Savon trtc ; — 

Lo ' she lifteth a bosom of glorj yet, 

Thro’ her mists, to tlie Sun and the Se.i.* 
Fair as the Qu^n of jjovc, Iiesh from tlie foam, 

Or a St&ir in a dark cloud set; 

Ye may blazen her shame, — yc may leap at her 
name, — 

But there’s life in the Old Land yet. 
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^PtHHC^AN'S WIFB. 

Let the Btorm burst, it 'will find the Old Land 
Keady-ripo for a rough, red iray * 

8 lio will figlit as slu' fuiight w lied slio took her stand, 
the Kiglit hi the olden day. 

Ay, vdUSo the old rf»yul soul, Kuropt*'B best hope 
Is her sword-(‘dp;e by Victory 8 "t! 
iShe shall dash Freoduiu's Iocs adow ii Death’s bloody 
slope; 

I’or there’s life in the Old Land yet 


A POOIt M VX'S M mi. 

Il]s.R dainty liand mstled in mine, rich and white, 
And timid as trembling do\(*; 

And it twiukh d about me, a jewel of light, 

Ah she gai nislit o ir feast of lo\e . 

’Twas th(* queeiilii st Jiainl in .ill lady-lainl. 

And hhe was a poor M.in’s wife ' 

O * but little ye’d think liow that wee, white hand 
Could Utire in tlio liattle of Life, 

Ilor heart it was lowly .is niiiden’s might be, 

Hut Jiath climb’d to luroic luiglit. 

And buiii'd like .i shield in deli nee of me. 

On the horobt held ol fight' 

And st.iitUng as lire, it li.itli often flaslit up 
111 her e^is, th(' good lu*art .ind rare ^ 

As she di.ink down lu'r li.ilf ot our bitterest uup, 
And taught me how to boar. 

Her sweet 03 es th.it seem'd w ith their smile sublime, 
Made to look me and light me to heaven, 

They have triumph’d thio* bitter tears many a time. 
Since their lovo to my life was given : 

And the maiden-meek voice ot the womanly Wife 
Still hringeth the ho.i\eiis mgher ; 

For it rings like the voice of Cod o\or my life. 

Aye bimliug me climb up higher. 
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1 hardly dared think it was human, when 
1 lirst lookt ill her yeaniing face ; 

For it shone as tho heavens had open’d then, 

And clad it with glory .iiid grace ! 

Due dt^arer its light of healing grow 
In our dark and desolate day. 

As the ltaiulx)w, when heav'n hath no break of 
blue, 

Sinileth tho storm away. 

O ! her shape^was tin* litliost Tjovoliness, — 

Just an arinl’iil of hea\’n to enfold * 

But the loriii that hciids flow»*r-liko in love’s eaross, 
With tJie Vi( htreiigtli is soul d * 

In her worshiplul prehonee transfigurM I stand, 
An<l tho poor Man’s English homo 
She lights uitli the Beauty of Greece tlio grand, 
And the glory of regallefet Borne. 


JANES INS( IllDEn TO THE BEV. F. O. 

MAURK’E. 

Oon bless you, Bravr One, in our de.irth, 
Your life shall bMvc a trailing glory ; 

And round the poor Man's lionnly hearth 
YTe proudly tc*!) your siifternig's story. 

All SHviour-Boiils have saorifieed, 

With nought but nohlo faith for guerdon ; 

Apd ere the world hath crown'd the (’hrisl. 
The man to death hath borne the hurdi'n ’ 

The btoke the glass that brought 

The h&nnfens nearer, saitli the legend! 

Even so tho Bigots welcome auglit 

That makes our vision atarrier-rogion’d ! 



liOVIS^ 
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Hf/ 
r 

They lay thoir Corncr-Btones in dark 
Deep'waters, who up*rbiiild in boaiity, 

On Karth's old lioart, their Triumpli-Aro 
That crowns with s^ory lives of duty. 

And mei'kly still the jSlart^yrs go 

To keep w ith I'ain their bolemn bridal! 

And still th*^y walk the lire who bow 
Not down to worship Custom's idol. 

In lieiiost hirae of in.irtT^ rdtim, 

riieir swords of soul must weld and brighten . 

Tear-bathed, from st fiirimce, como 
Their Ints, heroie-hinpeicd — Titan ! 

And hcart-stiings swee test music make 
When swept l)\ bullVring's fiery fingeis ' 

And thio’ soiil-sluidowH ehiriust break 
The gloiKS on Ce>d s hrave light-hiingers. 

4 

Take hcirt ’ tho’ sown in hais and blood, 

!No bcetl that's quick with love, hath p<‘risht, 

Tho’dri>j)t in hainu hjewaye» — <jrod 

home gloiious flower of life hath cherisht 

Tiiko hi irt, the rude dust dirk To-<iiy, 
hoars a m w-lighted sphere To-morrow ! 

And wings of splt^iidor burst the clay 

Tliat clasps us in Dtath’s fiuitfulYurrow. 


LOVK 

O T iOVB ' Love > 1 jOT« I ' 

ItjS glory smites our gloomf 
And flower-like flusht w ith lile, the hcurt 
Doth burgeon into bloom ' 
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Sweet as the sunshine’s golden kiss. 

That crownd the world anew : 

Sweet as in liosos* hearts of bliss, 

Soft, summer-dark, drops dew. 

O Love ! Love ! Ia>vo ! 

May make tlio bra\e heart ache; 

Pulse out its la\ ish life, and leave 
It, mournfully to break ! 

But O hut/ exquisite it starts 

The thoughts tlmt bee-like cling. 

To drain the hone^ from your hoaits. 

And lca> a bleeding sting \ 

O Love ! TiOvc ! Lo^ e ! 

Its \ery pain endears! 

And e\ery Wiiil and weeping lirings 
Some blessing on f>ur tears * 

Love makes our darkest days, sweet dove ! 

In golden Suns go down, 

And still wc’ll clothe our hearts with hne, 
And crown us with Loie’s crown. 


A SONG IN TdE CIT?. 

Coining the heart, bruin, and sinew, to gold. 
Till we sink in the dark, on the pauper's dole 
Feeling for over the llowerless mould. 

Growing about the uncrownt^d soul' 

G, God! O, God I must this evennore ho 
ThO lot of tiho Children of Poverty ? 

TJ]^e4ipring is eallirtg from brae and bower, 
^vviukling slicen of the simny hour, 

^ ^Iparth smiles in her golden green ; 
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Glad as the bird in the tree-top chanting 
Its anthem of Liberty ; 

With its heart in its musical gratitude panting, 
And O, ’tis a bliss to be! 

Once more to drink in the lifo-brcathing air, 

Lapt iu luxurioub flowers — 

To reciill again the plciibures that were 
In In fancy's innoctmt hours — 

To nubh tiic earth-btiiins and tho dust from my soul, 
In nature’s re\iving tears, once more ; 

To feast at her banquet, aiul drink from her bowl 
Kich dew, for the hcart’b hot core. 

Ah m%! ah me ' it is hca\enly then, 

And hints of the spirit-world, near alway. 

Are stirring, and stirred, at my heart again, 

Like ka\cs to the kibs of jSJay : 

It is nut a div.im, yet 'lis pas’^in^ sweet, 

And \shcn from it spcllb luy spirit is waking, 
l>ark is in^ iioart, ana the 'wild ti^rs start; 

For 1 WAb J^Ol MADh. merely I or MONEY-MAKllffG, 


My soul leanoth out, to the whisperings 

Of the mighty, tho marvellous spirits of old ; 
And heav c»iiv\ cird B(i<Lreth to btrongthon her wings, 
When Tiabor ndapseth its eartluy hold; 

And liKMthloss with uwfullost b» auty — it listens, 
To cateh the Night’s deep, starry mystery; 

Or in mine eyes, dissolved, glistens, 

Big, for the moan of Ilnmaiiity. 

Aluch that is wiitten within its chamber, 

Mucli that is shriiuKl in the mind's living amber, 
Mueh of this thought of mine,— 

There's uiubic below, in the glistering leaves, 
Tiiero’s music above, and heaven's blue bosohl 
luMv es ^ Si 

The silvery eloud'< betw oim; \ 

Tho boughs of the vviiodlaud are n^dShg in play, 
And wooingly beckon my spirit away — 
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1 tbe drec^my hum 

Of bees in the lime-troo, and birds on the spray^; 
And they, toO| are calling my thinking away ; ^ 
But T cannot — cannot come. 

Visions of verdant and hoart-cooling places 

^Hjflkteal on my soul like a golden spring>rain; 

the lost light oi bra\c, Ydlli^<llt laees, 
vlnaTl my life blossoins with beauty again. 

But O, for a ^inipse ol the llower-Liden Aloming^ 
That make? tlie heart leap up, and knoek ait 
heaven’s door ! 

O for the grren lane, the gre(‘n the green 

wood, ^ • 

To take in, by heart fills, their greenness once 
, more ’ 

JEIow 1 y«Mm to lio doMii in the lubli-Ho'wer'd mm- 
doww, 

And ni'btle in lea-vcs, and tho slerp of tho shadows, 
Where 1 ioletsin tho cool gloom areawaking. 
There, let my soul Iniist from itb ca\ern of eJay, 
To float demn the narm spring, an.iy and aw*i^ ' 
For I nas isot mAOis HLiirM loa 3fOMi.i-MAh.jAO. 

At my wearisome task T oftentimeb turn, 

From my brifle, and my monitro'^s. Duty, 
Forgetting tho strife, and the wi<*st]e of lile, 

To talk with the spirit of beauty. 

The multitude’s hum, and the i Linking of gold. 
Grow hush as the dying of day, 

For on wings, pulsing music, uitli joy untold. 

My heal t is up and away! 
t fain would struggle and gh e to birth ; 

For I would not pass away from earth, 

And make no sign' 

I^ycum to Utt^Ty what might live on. 

In the world^a heart, when I am gone. 

1 would not plod on, liko these slaves of gold, 

Who shut up their souls in a dusky cave : 

I would see the world better, and nobler-soul’d, 

Ere I dream of heaven in my gieen turf-gra|iye. 



I may toll till my life is filled with dr^ritnesSy 
^uil till iiiy heart is a wreck fn its wtikrmesSi 
Tbil fijr o\i*r, for toar-steept bread. 

Till I go down to the silent doad« 

liut, by this yearning, this hoping, this aching, 

1 WAS ^OT MADE HEUKLY lOR HONE\-HAKINa. 


A WRLC0ME‘T0 rolls KOSSUTH. 

Ho ^ Pitriotrt of old England, nak« * 
Ami join ye Ihmi t and itaiid, 

To n<*Jcome him for Kn'e<loiii’s Htiko 
"Within our lathuland ’ 

ITe needs no prond triumphal arch. 

Nor haniuTS on the iiid : 

In hearts thnt beat his triunitdi-mareli, 
Oiir Kossutli’n /itl^ shrim a ’ 

We im et him berOf we groi't him hero — 
With Lino's n idc arms caress him ^ 
And Kings have no siit Ji welcome dear. 
As Kossuth hath : bhss httn. 

Ho rose like Freedom's morning star, 
Wheie all was darkling, dim — 

AVe Hiin his glory from amr^ 

And fought in soul for him ! 

Br i\e Vit tor ! how his radiant brow 
King’d Fieedom’s host like Haul! 

And ill his crown of sorrow now 
He's rovallest li(»art of all. 

Wo meet him here, we greet him hOrc — 
With Love’s wide arms caress liim ! 
And Kings have no sueh weldomo dear, 
As Kosbuth hath : God bless btm. 
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Ay, EngliBh hearts thro' proud tears gush 
With J;lory at bis name — 

Whose bravo deeds made the roused blood rush 
Along our veins like fl.imp : 

We cheer'd him tfjro* his lioro-strifo — 

Aud, ill Ills prCNcnco inOt, 

We’ll shou the world that noble lifo 
Lives in Old KngLind yet ^ 

We meet him hero, wo greet him hero-— 

“With Lovb's wide arm-s caress him ! 

And Kings have no such welcome dear, 

* As Kossuth hath . God hlea^ /ptm. 

■ 

llucometh dim with glorious dust, 

From out liis wrestling ring 
UiU, blessings — praisi s — deatliless trust — 
Like ariiues round him < ling * 

And Freinloiu luns hei iMdiaiil lound, 

Tho* elouds shut out ilie sky ; 

And soon the Woild's gieat heart shall bound, 
To Kossuth’s conquering cry. 

Wo meet liim here, wo greet him hero — 

With Lo\e‘s wide arms caress Liiii ^ 

And Kings lia\e no such welcome' dear, 

As Kossuth hath : God bless /urn. 

His Hungary billows o’er with graves 
Of Martyr’s not in vain : 

See what a ripening harvest waves 
Its fruit of that red rain! 

Again bis flamiug sword shall glare 
The Xlespots* splendor dim . 

And palsy strike the arm tliat dare 
^ Not strike a blow for him ' 

We meet him here, wo greet him here — 

With Love’s wide arms caress him * 

And Kings have no such welcome dear, 

As Kossuth hath: God bless hitn^ 
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Bin^ out, occult, and clap your hands, 

IYpo Mon and Women brave 
Shout, Britain ! shako the startled lands, 
>\nd froo tlio boundon Sla\e! 

Como forth, make merry in tlio sun, 

And give him welcome due ; 

Ilt'roio hearts have crown'd him one 
Of Karth's Immortal leu » 

We meet him here, we greet him here — 
With Love’s wide arms caress him \ 

And have no such ^iveleome dear. 

As Kossuth bath * God ble&i him. 


ONWARD AND SUNWARD. 

Tef t iriA the song of the beautiful St.irs, 

As grandly they glide on their blue way above 
us. 

Looking, despite of our spirit’s sin-scars, 

Down on us tenderly, yearning to love us ! 
This is the song in their work-worship sung, 

Down thro' the world-jowellcd uni\cr6e rung : 

Onward for e\ei*, for evermore onward,” 

And over thi»y open their loving eyes Sunward. 

“ On'ward,” shouts Earth, with her myriad voices 
Of music, aye answering the song of the 
Seven, 

As like a wing’d child of God’s lovo she rejoices. 
Swinging her censor of glory ift heaven. 

And lo, it IS writ by the finger of God, 

In sunbeams and flowers on the li\e-groen sod: 
Onward for e\cr, for e\ermorc onward, 

And ever she turneth all trustfully Sunward. 
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The mightiest souls of all time hover o’er us, 


migutiesi souis oi aii time never o er us, 

'Who labor'd like (jiodb among men, aud have 


Like 


gone 



great bursts of sun on the dark way before us: 
Tnoy’ro with Ub, still with us, our battle fight 


on, 


oking down victor-brow’d, from the glory- 
orown’d hill 
They beckon, and beacon us, on, onward still : 

And the true heart's aspirings are onward, still on¬ 
ward ; 

It turns to the Future, as earth tumeth Sunward. 


A MAIDEN'S SONG. 

1 LOVE! and Love hath given me 
Sweet thoughts to God akin : 

And <>pod a livitij^ Paradise 

My heart of hearts within : 

O from this Eden of my Ufo 
God keep the Serpent Sin ! 

I love! and into angcl-land 

With starry glimpses peer ! 

I drink in beauty like iieaven-wine, 
‘Wh^ One IB smiling near! 

And th^te^s a Rainbow round my soul 
For arery fulling tear. 

Dear God In heaven ' keep without ntain 
My l^oiu’s brooding Dove : 

O clothe it meet for angel arms. 

And give it place above ' 

For there is nothing from tiju world 
I yearn to take, but Love. 
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THfinE’S KO DEARTH OP KINIiI^BSS. 

k 

TiixRti’s no dearth of kindness 
In tliis world of ours ; 

Only in our blindiio&s 

We gather thorns for flowers ! 

• Outward, wo are spuming — 
Trampling one another!* 

While we aro inly yearning 
At the name of Brother ! 

There’s no dearth of kindness 
Or loye among mankind, 

Bat in darkling loneness 
* Hooded hearts grow blind! 

Full of kindness tingling, 

Soul is shut from soul. 

When they might be mingling 
In one kindred whole! 

Thcro^s no dearth of kindnrss, 

Tho’ it be unspoken, 

From the heart it buildeth 
Raiiibow-smilos in token — 

That there be none s > lowly, 

But have some angcUtouch * 

Yet, nursing loves unholy, 

We live lor self too in^aoh ! 

As tho wild-roae*lh^ownth, 

As runs the h^py river. 

Kindness freely floweth 
In tho heart for ever. 

But if men will hanker ^ 

Ever for golden 
Kingliest hearts will conker, 

Brightest spirits rust. 
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Thero’s no dearth of ^indnOsn 
In this of o4^b ; * 

Oi^ in our blindness 

We gather thorns for flowers I 
O ohorish God’s beat giving, 
Falling from above ! 

Life wore not worth living. 
Wore it not for Love. 


A LYRIC OF LOVE. 

Tns Lark that nestles nearest earthy 
To Heaven’s gate nigbest sings; 

And loving thoe, my lowly life 

Doth mount on Lark-liko wings ^ 
Thine eyes are starry promibcs 
And affluent above 
All measure in its blessing, is 
The largess of thy love. 

Meri^ as laughter ’moiig the bills, 
spring dances at my heart ’ 

And at my wooing. Nature’s soul 
Into her face will start! 

The Queen-moon, in her starry bower. 
Looks liappier for our love ; 

A dewier splendor Alls the flower. 

And mellower coos tbo Dove. 

-r 

My hea^t may sometimes blind mine eyes 
With pttoranoo of tears. 

But fbcls *pO pang for tlioo, Beluv’d ’ 

Bui more endears 

And if life comes with cross and caio 
Unknown in years of yt)re, 

X know thou’lt half the burthen bear. 
And I am strong once more. 
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V 

Ah I now I ^ my lifo wan shorn, 

^h&i. Hie tho foarei^-biouk 
When leaves as^ shed, tny darkline sonl 
XJp in heaven’s faoe might look ' 

And hlesslnge on the sturm that gave 
Me haven on tliy breast, 

Where life hath climaxt like a wave 
lliat breaks in perfect rest. 


1?HE FAMINE-SMITTEN. 

In the tears of tho Morning — 

Tho smiles of the sun, 

Tho «*e(m Earth’s adorning 
Told spring had begun * 

Warm \\ood8 donn’d their beauty, wrought 
Through long still nights. 

And mtisioal bree/cs brought 
Flowery dolights 
Tho humnilng leaves dasht 

Rich in light, with sweet sound. 

And the glad watesrs dasht 

Their starry spray round * 

The woodbines up-climbing, 

Laught out, pink-and-goldon. 

And bees made sweet chimiug 
In roses half-fiolden 
But where \ias that infant-band. 

Wont in spring woather 
To wander forth, hand-in-haady 
Violets to gather 
Ah misery * they slept. 

The dear blossoms of love! 

Where the green branches wept, 

And tho grass crept above; 
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Melodious gladuees 

IMirobS^ thro’ the f?ioh aisr, 

But the auguish of madnees 
Bout ]fi>verty’M lair; 

For Famine had smitten 
Its pride of life low. 

And agony -arittcn 

On heart and on brow. 

Sweet from the boughs the birds 
Sang in their mitrth. 

The lark messaged heavenwards, 
Blessingsdrom earth — 

I turn’d where our gentle Iiord’s 
Loves lay in dearth. 

They heard not, nor hooded, 

Tho sounds of life o’er them! 

They felt not, nor noedod. 

The hot tears swept for them \ 

But earth-flowers wore springing 
O’er human flowers’ grave, 

And, O (jcod* what heart*wiinging 
Their teiidia* looks gave! 

They diodi died of hunger — 

By bitter want blasted * 

While wealth for tho Wronger 
Ban over un tasted — 

While Pomp, in joy’s rosy bowers, 
Wasted life’s measure, 

Chiding the lagging hours, 

W^ried oi pleasure! 

They died! whili* men hoarded 
The free gifts of (Jod * 

They died ! ’tis recorded 
Ip letters of blo(»d. 

Yet the com uu th(» lulls 

Waves its sliowory-gold crown; 
Still Nature’s lap fills 

With tho good heaven drops down. 
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O ! this world might be lighted 
With Rden’silcdt smile— 
ADgel-haunted — upbUglited, * 

With freedom for Toil: 

Bat they wring out our blood 
For their l^nquot of gold! 

They annul laws of Gi>d, 

Soul and body are sold! 

Hark now! hall and palace» 

King out I dome and rafter! » 

Ay, laugh on, ye callous! 

In Hell there’ll bo laughter: 

But tremble, hell-makers; 

The shorn among men — 

The world’s imago-breakers 
Grow mighty again; 

There 1 k» stem times a-coming. 

The dark days of reck’inng, 

Th(* storms are up-loomiug —> 

The Nemesis wak’ning! 

On heaven, blood shall call. 

Earth quake with {lent thitnder, 
And shackle and thrall 

Shall bo riven asunder. 

It will come, it shall como. 

Impede it what may : 

Up, Feoplo! and wolcomo 
ITour glorious day. 


OUK FATHERS ARE PRAYING FOR 
PAUPER-PAY, 

Sjottev stones will talk with 6ory tongues. 

And the worm, when trodden, will turn; 

But, Cowards, ye cringt* to the cruellest wrongs, 
And answer witli never a spurn. 
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Then torture, O Tyrants, the sjiiritloss droye, 

Old England’s Helots will bear . * 

There's no hell in their hatred, no God in tbeip 
love, 

Nor shame in their dearth’s d(^air. 

For our Fathers are praying for Puuper-pay, 

Our Mothers with Death s kiss are white; 

Our Sons are the rich man’s Serfh by 

And our Daughters his Slaves hj night. 

% 

« 

The Tearless arc drunk with our tears. have they 
driven ^ 

The God of the poor man shad ? 

For wo weary of waiting the help of Heaven, 

And the battle goes still with the bad. 

O but death for death, and life for life, 

It were hotter to take and ^ive, 

With hand to throat, and knife to knife. 

Than die out as thousands li^e' 

For our Fathers are praying for Paiipei-jjay, 

Onr Mothers with Doatlrs kiss are white; 

Our Sons are the rich man’s Serfs by day. 

And our Daughters his Slaves by night. 

Fearless and few w<^rc the Heroes of old, 

Who play’d the peerless part: 

Wo are lifty-fold, but the gangrene Gold 
Hath eaten out Hampden’s heart. 

With their faces to danger, like freo-mep they 
fought, 

With their daring, all heart and hand: 

And the thunder^deed follow’d the lightning- 
thought. 

When they stood for their own good land, , ^ 
Cup Fathmns are jraying for Paupor-pay, 

Our Mothers with Death's kiss are white f 
Our Sons aro liie rich man's Serfs by day, «, 
And our Daughteib his Slaves by night. 
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WliepL tbo hi^art of ono hnlf the 'World*doth boat 
Aldin to the bravo atid the true^ 

And the tramp of Domocracy’s eartlKj^uake feet 
Oocs thrilling the wide world through»— 

We ehould not do living in darkiioba and dust, 

And dying like sUyca in the night; 

But, big with the mi^ht of the inward ** 

We e^uld battle for Freedom and Right! 

For our Fathers are praying for Pauper-j^y, 

Our Mothers with Deatlrs kiss arc white ; 

Oar Sons are tho rich, man’s Serfs by day, 

And our Daughters his Slaves by night. 

S 


A ORY OF THE PEOPLES. 

Like a strong man in torture, tho weary world 
turneth. 

To Viluloh Freedom's robe round her slavery’s 
starkness: 

With shame and with shudder, poor Mother 1 she 
yearneth 

O’er wrongs that are done in her dearth and her 
darkness. 

0 ^tber thy strength up, and crush tho Abhorred, 

Who murder thy poor heart, and drain thy life-« 
springs, — 

And are crowned to hide the Oaln-brand on their 
forehead: 

O lei them be last of the Queens and tho Eling^! 

By the lovors and friends we have tenderly clierisht, 

Who made the Cause soar up like flame at their 

" breath, 

Who struggled like Gods mot in fight, and have 
perisJit 

In poverty’s battle with grim daily deaths: 
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A CRY or TBS PEOPtSt. 


by all dear ones libat bittorly pleivd for 

Life-floweTB tied up in the heart’s 
strings — 

Sisters that weep for ns — mothers that bleed {bv 

IfS-— 

Let tliese bo lost of the Queens and the Kings! 

Sun and Rain kindle greenly the gra%'es of oar 
Martyrs, 

Yc might not tell whore the bravo blood ran like 
rain ! 

But there it bums ever! and heayen’s weeping 
wati*rs 

And branding suns never shall whiten the stain 1 ^ 

Rcmemb('r tiiu hurtling the Tyrants have wrought 
us, 

And smite till each helm bravely dashes and 
rings ’ 

Life for life, idood for blood, is the lesson they’ve 
taught us, 

And be these the last of the Queens and the Kings | 

IIo! weary Nightwatcli, is there light on the sum¬ 
mit ? 

Tcamer up through the Night, say, is there 
hope ? 

For deeper in doi-kness than fathom of plummet, 

Our Bark Ihro’ the tempest doth stagger and 
grope* 

“ To Gods unforgi\en, to oaitiff and craven—^ 

To Crown and to Sceptre, a cleaving ciirse clings: 

Ye must fling them from deck, would ye steer into 
♦ hav('n, 

For Death traoks the last of the Queens and the’ 
Kings! 



HOPE Olf, iraPE EVER. 




llOPK ON, HOPE EVER. 

Hope on, hopo e\cp ! though to-day he dark, 

The eweet mmhurst nuiy Mnilo on thee to-morrow . 
Tho^ thou art lonely, tlicnj’s an eye will mark 
Tliy lonelinoBS, and guerdon ail thy sorrow ! 
Tho’ thou must toil ’mong cold and sordid men, 
With noYio to echo back thy thought, or lo^e 
thee. 

Cheer up, ]^oor heart, thou dost not boat in \a1ij. 
For God id ov<*r all, and heaven above thee — 
Hope on, hope e’ver. 

The iron may enter in and pierce thy soul. 

But cannot kill the love within thee burning : 
The tears of misery, thy bitter dole, 

Can. jitvor quench thy true heart‘s seraph yearn- 
ing 

For better things : nor crush thy ardor's trust, 
That Error from the miud shall bo uprooted. 
That Truths shall dqwn as llowors spring from the 
dust, 

And liO> e he cherisbt where Hate was embruted ! 
^ Hope on, hopo over. 

I know *tiB hard to hear the sneer and taunt, — 
With tlie heart's honest prid6 at midnight 
wrestle, 

To ftnil the killing canker-worm of W ant, 

While rich rogues in their stolon luxury nestle ; 
Fop 1 have felt it. Yet from Eartih’s cold Real 
My soul ]o«)k8 out on eomitig thu^, and cheerful 
The warm Sunrise floods all the Ideal, 

And still it wbispe^rs to the worn and tearful, 
Hope on, hope e\er. 



90 THE PEOrUE’6 advent. 

1I(^ on, hopQ ovot^! art(T durkost ni/jht, 

Ooniea, fuu of loving life, tho iaugUing Morning; 
Hope on, hopo ever ! Spring-tiik*, tlusht with light. 
Aye crowns old WiiiU'r with her rich adorning. 
Hope on, hope ever, yet the time shall come, 

When man to man shall be a friend and brother; 
And this old world shall he a happy homo, 

And all earth’s family love one another ! 

Hope on, hope ever. 


THE PEOPLE’S ADVENT. 

*Tis coming up the steep of Time, 

And this old world is grow ing brighter ! 

Wo may not bo<' its dawn sublime, 

Yot high hopes make tho heart throb lighter. 

Wo may bo sleeping in tho ground, 

VlThcii it awakes tho world in wonder ; 

But we have felt it gathering round, 

And heard its voice ot lj\ ing thunder. ^ 

’Tis coming ! yes, ’tis coming. 

’Tis coming now, the glorious time. 

Foretold by Seors^ and sung in story ; 

For which, when thinking was a crime. 

Souls leapt to heaven from scaffolds gory ♦ 

They pass’d, nor see tho work they wrought. 
Now' the crown’d hopes of centuries, blossom! 

But the live lightning of their thought 

And daring deeds, doth pulse Earth’s bosom. 

’Tis coming ! yes, ’tis coming! 

Creeds, Empire^, /Systems, rot with age, 

B ut the great Peofilc’s over youthful! 

HHtd it shall write the Future’s page, 

^To our humanity more truthful! 






Tho gttarliosi heart hath ^ 

1V> wakon at tho name of ** " 

ApiA time comes when bi iiUTj9q<3^]aoil*>>^ordtt 
Wo shall XKQt apeak tu stiug ea^ oto^* 

c^niing * yes, tie eotniog * 

Out of the lighiv ye j^riosts, nov ^tng 
Youv 4aik, ce^^adowB on ps lon^' 

Aside ^ thou wormT-'Vtfide ' 

The Pecmlo’s step is qulcket, h^xigw* 
TUoto^s a DiMmty withm 

That makes men gieit, whene’efc they will it 
€h>d works with all who dare to m in, 

And the time cometh to reveal it 

jc Tis cOmiiig * yes. His coming ^ 


liVcSadOm ! tho tyrants kill thy braves, 

Yet m our memories live the slcnspci 

dooxnM milUons feed the ^ iics, 

Dug by l>eath*« fwuce, red-handed icapers , 

The Id sh^I dot for evoi bow 

Tp things whtoK moek OodH own endeavor, 
’Tk'nearer than they wot of now, 

when flowera shall wi^eathe the sword for ever. 

’Tis coming ' yes, ^tis coming * 

* 

Ihutemtiy ’ Love's o^ior name • 

Doar, heaven-conYmeting link of liemg! 

Then shall wo grasp thy golden dream, 

Aa souls, lulT-statured, grow foi>eecing 
Thou shalt unfold our bettor pait, 

And in our Xafe-^sup yield moie honey , 

Light up with joy tho poor manH heart. 

And i^e^s own wotld, with smiles more sunny. 
H '*Tie coming' yes, ^jllaiioming' 

it must <<30140 ’ *rho tyrant’s throne" 
j Xs crnmldfogy with our liot tears rusted , 



PBA.OA; 


The Swq| 4 ha\e leant on 

Ib oanS^'4, heart's blood crusted. 

Boom! fb|! the Mmd make w ay ! 

To robbftf Bulers, pause no longer » 

Ye oatmot atay the o^ionjing day 

The world rolla on, the light gro'ws stronger,— 
The People’s Xdvec^t’s coming! 


KISSES 


One kiss more, Sweet! 

Soft as voluptuous wind of the west. « 

Or silkencat surire of thy puride-vein’d breastf^ 
Ripe lips all ruddily molting apart, ' ^ 

Drink up the honey and wine of my heart! 


One kiss more, Swx*ot! 

Warm as a morning Biinlieani’s de"^ gold ^ 
Slips in a red Rose's fragrantest 
Seta its greem blood all a-blush, burning up ^ 
At the fresh feel of life, in its erimson 

One kiss more, Sweet! " ^ 

Fall as the flush of the dfea-waves grand 
Flooding the sheeny hre oot of the sand; 

On all tiie shores of my'being let Bliss 
Break with its neap-tide sea m a kiss ! 




PRAC E. • 

Yes, Petme bsatitifal; and T do yaal^v ^ < % 

Hffior her World's poor torture beart^; 

3B|||^wd||||Btt doth brood d'’er cox|:^j|;, 


f!tEAC|G. 


9ft 


Bot peaco with tho«to Lcviathaig^f ^ 

Who pirate crimson seas, d^t|V0^rap^S|li^ 7 ^ 

Oivo tlieiu tho hand of brothsmiof ^'Whoso Ihngs 
Are In oar Jiasirts v\ ith tho grim blood^bound’s gfip ? 
Would'st see Poacd, idiot-liko, with smirk and 
smile, 

A-planting ilo#ttr$ to coronal Troth’s $rrayo 7 
Peace, merry-iwSypg round the Ihneral pyre, 
Where FreedoinTnery-ourtainied, weds with death ? 
Peace^ mirroring her form by pools of blood, — 
Crov^ning tho Croat in '^ienVui/s foaso. 

With all Bwoot infliioncoH of thankful eyes, 
murder of the glorious Thirschcuscnaft? 

PS^e with Oppression, which doth tear dear frirddo^ 
Atid brothers from oar side to-day, and comeh ^ 
To oat ODR hearts and drink oua blood to-morrow ? 
Out on’t I it is the Tyrant’s cunning cant, 

Th^ robo of shecu fiung o’er its deadly dagg rs, 
Whtch start to life, wh(*ne’er it hugs to d( ath 
I apswer, War ! —* war w ith the oaufn' of war, — 
Whr ■With ^ur mleortr, want, and wrctchodness,— 
War wrft^ oprst Gold, whn.h ts an endless war 
On Love, aUd.God, and our Humanity ^ 

Brotliera, I bid ye fbrth to glorious w^ar I 
Patch o^er the naked truth no more. 

The stream of Time runs red with our host blood' 
Time’s SQod-field we hare sown with fratricide. 

And dragon's teeth have sprang, ay, in our hearts. 
01 we have fought dtud bled on land and sea, 

Heapt glory's car with myriads ol the brave, 

SpUt bmod by oceans*^ treasures W the million, 

At every Tyrant's beck. Had we but shod 
Such warm and eloquent blood for Freedom’s faith. 
War’s sto hk h^von had lost its name oic now. 
^“Brothers I cried, — well, Ph>tbers, brother 
' ^Slayes! s 

, ^ put to give ye slaves iheir heart, 

iWbuse dumb^ dead dust is worth ytnir living 
/ souls'-TO 



IW 


PHAC4* 


Dear Gpd ! *twe?e ipwcot to kiss the scaffold-block { 
I'd proudly leap doMb's darkneas, to let sLnuo 
The Jb'utuTO^S ptoliii^ thio’ your soriow's tears* 
SoPVO^r ^ ah« uo'* ye feel not bcnso so holy 
The worm of mjisety riots in yoor hearts 
Xe hear your > ouiiglin^ in the drear midnight 
hiako moan fbr bread, when ye have none to 
guo • — 

Yo dram your life, warm, for the tulhire’s drink! 
Tho groaning land is choked with living death. 

O * yo aro mated to the things of scorn 
And I have hoard yoni inisoiablo madness 
Bolcht forth in diunki n pseans to vour tyrants, 
J^edging your murderers to tho hell they vo model 
Ah, Christ * was it for this, thou sudden sun, 
Did'st light those centuries with tiiy i^ing smile ?-»> 
Was it lor this, SO many and so many 
XIavo hockl their spiiit-swoids against our fetteiw 
And killing coids, that bleed our hearts ikath*^ 


Wept griefs might turn the soni gray in Sm hour— 
Broke their gii it hoaits tor lure, and^ ib deS^lr, 
Baslit their immortal crowns to ear;^,.and died^ 
Was it for tins the countless Host ox I 


Was it for tins the countless Host Of Martyrs, 
Bccrovvn’d. and robed in liory martyrdom. 
Beat out a golden-affed Future from 


The angel-metal of their ;Qoble lives—# > 

Olomb tho rod scaffold ^strain’d theiripreary eyea, 
Across the mxSts of ages, for one glimpso 
Of midnight buining into that biight Dawn 
Now bursting gidden, up the skies of time? ’ 
When will ye put your human glory on? 

How IcHcig will ye ha darkling desolate. 

With barren tmm, blind lifo, and Siillow qeart? 
Tho hollow yearning grave will kindly <dose. 

And ffomrs spring where the mmw lay 

The ttav^a^ burst from out the nakedi’ellidje|3^ 
Fire-rip^Hi Into glorious greoneiy, 

‘Waste Mofor mud Fen will kiudle into spring 


Waste Mofor mid Fen will 


into spring 



< 1 . 

ilovir long will ye lie darkling, 
liord Clod Almighty' \«liat a of fktiedoiSL 

'A[Waits to burst the winter of omt tvoftUI’ 

C^* if aught moving thnlU a brother’s iove^ 

'Vt^hioh pledds for uttoranoe in bUndtng toara, 

Then loi Jthet^ words bom living in vour souls, 
Snatch J^r’s cold hand from on your palsied 
hearts,^ ^ 

And send the intrepid shudder through your veins, 
H^^lots of Albiott * Penuiy & nuriJings * ri80> 

And swear, m God s name, and in Heaven's or 
III 11 8, 

To will hear witness at the biith of Fw^edoin * 

AriSi, and front the bhssed light at I1c«uen, 

With tyrant*<^uidliug manhoiKi in your looks' 
Ame, go forth to glorious war fbi right, 

And )usti(e, and mankind's high dcstinv ' 

Arise, 'tis Freodom'a bleeding fight, sti iko home 
Wlujftrevor tyrants lift the gorgon-head * 

Theresia a ^asm in toe coming yeais, 

A-gtfpe for strife's of blood — 

Or to bo bridH^ by blal^e bents hnkt in love 
The v^ld is stirring with its might 3 ^ purpose 
Ko more be laggards In the march of men. 

Tho Vulture Hespotli|iu spreads its wide wii^s 
Eight toycdly to |pvn ye broader mark ' 

And too hag Ehnl siekons unto death, ^ 

With her sore tra\ iil o'ot the birth of Good 
And yet shall War’s red-lottor’d creed die out, 
Where blood is rUliBixig, shall the uMld-fiowers 
* blow , 

Where men are jgroanit^, shall their children sing 
'And peace and tovn ro-Gonosls the woild. 
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EDKK. 






EDEN. 


Tasks ib not a rift in tho blue Bfcjr now. 

Where a million tempests toim it; 

^^hero is not a Airrow on Ocean's brow, 

Tho’ a million years have jiast o^er it 
And for all the storms and the stirifes that have 
roll’d 

Down tho ages, grim and gory; 

Earth weareth her pleasant mce, as of old. 

And laughs in her morning glory 
And Man — tho’ ho beareth the brand of Sin, 

And the flesh and tho devil have bound him — 
Hath a spirit within, to old Eden akin, 

Only nurture up J^on around him. 


O the cloud may liave ^aU*Ti on the humlt^ fac^ 
And its lordliest beauty blighl^ i « 

For love hath gone out with a da'i%’;!dAg 
Where tho inward glory lighted* 

Yet the old world of iovo hveth still In the hci|irtt 
As we’re many a sweet xerealing; ^ 

And its tich fo£«il-jew^ in teiyrs will tip^staxt 
With the warn! flood of houer feeling^ 

Ay, Maa«*<*«tho’ he beareth the biand Sin, 
And th^ Jbsh aud the devil ha\e bound him 
Hath a spirit within, to old Eden akin, 

Only nurture up Eden around him. 

O the terrors, the tortures, the miseries dark ~ 
I'hat have curst us, and crusht, and eankored I 
Yot, aye, from the Deiu^, Hamimity’B A^k 
Hath ^ some t^one Ararat atniibifn^ k *f 
O the geSden eha%l that link heaven to 
^ Tim rtuMd all time cannot sever! v ^ ^ 
Eyil shall did ki its own dark dearth, ^ 

, And liie 0eod hveth on for ever* 



Otf lORTY-EIGHT. 

And Man — tho’ hn boarotii the brand Sin, 

And the flesb and the devil have bound him — * 
a spirit vfithixi, to old Rden akin, 

" * nurture up ]ISden Uround him. 


THE MEN OP FORTY-EiaHT. 

Tusy rose in Freedom’s rare sunrise, 

Like Grants roused from wine; 

And in their hearts and in their ojes. 

The God leapt up divine! 

Their souls llasht out like naked swords, 
Unsheathed for fiery falo! 

Strength wont like battle with their words- 
The Men of Forty-eight; 

Hurrah! 

For the Men of Fortj-e^t. 

Harlt devB hate ^Vn, yet in the strife 
Th^ bote no hope bublime, 

And bravely works the exultant life, 
h^Tte paisa thro* the time: 

As graee ie gieenpst trodden down,; 

So suffering makes men great, 

And this dark tide shall riohly crown 
The work of Forty-eight; 

Hurrah! 

« For the Mon of Forty-eighfc 

Some in a bloody burial sleep, ^ 

Iiike Greeks to^lory gone, 

But in their stops avengers leap 
J7ith thehr proof-armor on; 

hearts beat high with daon^ess truai 
' ^ tri^iaph soon or late, , «- - 

;*l?ho^ they be mouldering down 



104 


9 


OLR 


Men of Forty-eight * , 

Hnvah' 

Fpr the Mon oi Forty-o^ht. 

O Whon tl)c world wake&t up to worst 
The Tyrants once again, 

And Freedom's sunnuone-shout shall btcesb, 
Hare music ’ on the hrain, — 

With lieart to he.irt, in many u land. 

Ye’ll find them all elate — 

Bravo remnant ()f that Spartan-band, 

Tho M<m of Forty-emht: 

Hurrah! 

For tho Men of Forty-eight, 


OUR luAm* 


’Tia the Land that our btaiwort ^^sfros i;rodef 
Where the brave ftnd helpouf-^onl^^' 

Implanted our freedom Wit^ their 
In the ipartyr-dkys of old* ^ 

Tho hnb^ of tho lowly gave Libf*rty birth, 

Their hearts woie iicr crndlo glorious. 

And wherever her foot-piints leth^ied tiie earth, 
(jircat spirits up-sprang victoiiuua^ 

Tn oiir rire old Land, our dear old Lahd, 

With its memories bright and hi^ivo, t. 
And sing bey for the hoar its sons shall l^nd 

To free it of TVirMit and Slate, . 

Alfred was of us, and Shakespeare’s thought 
Beking^ ns, all crowns above! ,' 

k Freedom’s dear fhith a herco spicndpt 
B'rom OUT grand' old Milton’s love! 



' QW LAMJD. 10£r 

AacI we should he luaircbing on jirallanily^ 

And stridiiitejlgJia f^lorv to glory, 

^ the Kight witft our might striking valiantly, 

< ^ '' 0n the trach of the mmous in story •*«- 
For our rare old liCmd, our dear old Land, 

With its moittoriee bright and brave, 

And sing bey for tho hour us sons shall band 
!ro free it of Tyrant and Slave, 

On Nosoby-fiold of tho fight sublimo. 

Our old rod rose doth blow ^ 

Would to (hxl that tho soul of that earlier time 
Might marshal us conquering now! 

On into the Future’s fair climo tno world ^ 

And tlie time trumpets tru»‘ nicU to frOedOjil^ 
At the heart of our helots tho mounting God leaps^ 
Jlut O folr the Mioses to lead ’em! 

For onr rare oM I^and^ our dear old Land, 

With its memorios bright and brave! 

And sing fpr thh bout ii» sons shall band 
it of Tjnntnt and Slate. 

• ^ t*- 

What do we lack, that |lie ruifian Wrong 
Should B^ve us, *mid heaps of gold? 

We hbfe ht^hkas broad, vre have arms us strong, 
Wa hearts as big am as bold ^ 

Will a thouMid years moxe of niook suffering school 
Our lives to a shjrner bm\<*ry? 

No * down and dow n with their robber rule, 

And up from the land of sLivcry ! 

For Oiur rare old Lund, our dear old Land, 

With its mcinorios bright and bra\e * 

hoy for ihe hour its sous shall band 
^ firee it of Tyrant and i^lavo. 
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SWEET SPIRIT OF HKT LOVE, 

STn-iiT Spirit of my lo%o ’ 

Thro’ all tlw* woild wo walk apart 

Thou ma^ ’at not m my bosom lie 
I may not picss thee to my heart, 

ifor see lo> e-ihinkin^H lij^ht tlimo oyo 
Yet art thou with mo All my lile 

Oibs out in thy warm beauty’a bphero , 

My bravest dreams of thee aie rim, 

^ And color d with thy presence dear 

• Sweet Spillt of my love ^ 

«T know how boautiful thou art. 

But novel tell the stari^y thought 
I only whisper to my heart, 

* * She lights jrith heaven thy ep^hBejit spot ’ 
And birds that night and d(^y $ 

And fragrant winds, ^iys haidirtb 
A music ringing of thy voice, * 

And sorgo my hoait’s lavi^tids $p thee. 

I 

Sweet Spirit -of my love ^ 

The Spring and Summer bloom-boal;^t. 

That garl ind E irth with rainbaw^fhowcrs, — 
Morn’s kissing bieith, and eyes of light, 

rii it wake in smiles the w inking dowers. 

The ail with hoitey’d fiagranci fed, 

Tho 11 ishing wators, — siugliing tree, 

Noon s g ildeii — sundown rod. 

Aye warble bongs ol theo 

Sweet Spirit of my ^ve * 

W hen Night’s boft silence clothes the 

And wakes the passionate l^rd of lorte j 
And StajlLlaugh out in golden mirth, 
Am^eaming souUi divinelier move; 


4 
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When Oo 44 halloas ©very 8i)0t, 

And, in feeling’s luxury, 

The heart’e ot tender thought. 

Then art thoji with me, still with me. 


Sweet Spirit of my lo-ve! 

I listen for fhy[ footfall, — feel 

Thy look is burning on me, siioh 
As re.id8 my heart I somotimos reel 

And throb, expectant lor thy touch ! 
For by the voice of woods and brooks, 

And flowers ^ith virgin-fragrance wot, 
And earnest stiirs with ye.i>rnmg looks, 

J know that we shall mingle yet 


Sweet Spirit of my love! 

Stiaiige places on mofttnile, os tliou 

passM, aitd left thy beauty’s tints: 
Th6 wild^fto^Arsehs ev6a the setrot know, 

«• and shade dash mystic hints: 

Gods, thou’It come 
"lrk*eloiWl ^ hdt mine anointt‘d eyis 
tMgloom, 
eUl^]^ thce^ Sv^e^t \ with large surprise. 


■4V' 


THE BRIDAL. 

' SsShooinea! ttie blushing Bridil Dawn, 
hoc AtirO^ral splendors on' 
green 'Barjih nev^r lovol icr shone 

A* 

J llbO danoeth on her golden way, 
m dainty dalliance with the May, 

, «Fabila&t o’er the happy day ! 
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nlic bridaii, 

Rarth weareth hdayen for heJ^lil^viiig, 

And the best js^arland of glQS!^^ 

From out old Wintei’s world «an bring. 

The green blood reddt n in the rose ■ 

And undcincitU white-budding boughs 
Tlio violets purple in rich rows 

*■ 

High up in uji the Chestnuts Idow, 

The li\c-green Apple-tree’s flusli bough 
Floatetli, a cloiiu of lusy sno\% * 

S loud-shadow ships suim facrily 
Yor the gitcnoiy’s sunny sea, 

"Whoso Yiaim tides iipple down the lea 

The Birds, a-broodingi strive to sing. 

Feeling the life warm^lhgtb^ the wmg * 
Their love, too, borget^^ With the Sprihg 1 

** / 

Tbo winds that make the ilowM 
Jlca'vy with balm* brca^i^ aoflhnd low, 

A budding warmth, an |idloW 

They kiss like some endearing • 

Moro swctit th in the Sabean Soutit, 

And 1>alm th* hplcndor^s drooping drouth . 

Such a delieiotis feel doth flood 
The cyee^ as la^cs the burning bud 
Wnen June-rams feed aiubiosial blood. 

merrily Life doth ^c^ el and roign » 
tAght in heart, and blithe in brain , « 

Kuuning hko wine in every veini 

Alive with eyes, the "Vniag© sees 
The Bridal Owning from tiees^ 

And HouseWivea swarm i’ ^ son like 3$e|$0, 



fiit9 the Belfry-Ohoir! 

XTp in the tiHnkling air tlic^ spiro 
Throbs^ golden in the bickering lire 

The winking windows burn and blush 
With colors ra^e as (low and diish 
Thro’ summer sunsets bloom’d and hush. 

But, enter • lordlier splendors brim. 
Such mists of gold «ind purple sw iin, 

And the light fills so rich an<l dim. 

Kven so doth Lo\e tdfe's doors unbar, 
Whei o all the hidden gl iris's ai e, 

That from the windows shone afar. 

Love’s lovely to th^ paesers-bV, 

But they who lovo kre region^d high 
On. th’ hills of with heaven nigh. 

SritapSitoua a$'I»ijS,'^«fhen she swims 
With rhhibpT^-robo on dainty limbs,. 

The lovelim*ss overbrims' 

r 

The. gdeeca dtjnk rich overflows. 

Her hh^k a livelier damask gloA^s, 

And o%his arm she loans more elosi* 

A drunken joy reels in his blood, 

Ho wanders an enchanted wood. 

He rang^ of pc^rfect good. 

Hoar Gh)d! that Ik* alone hath grace 
. To light BuoU splendor in her face, 

'win the Hessing of embrace ’ 

She wears hel^ maiden modesty 
'Wltfh tearf^ grace toucht tenderly, 
with a ripe Batpeotanoy ! ^ 


im 
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jBiClDAX.. 

V 'V 

Her virgin veil reereals a form, 

Flowering fi^)m the bud so warm, 

It fifoeds must biitik tho CostuB^chann'. 

List niglit, with weddiblo, white arms, 

And thoughts that throngM with ((uaint aL^Tms, 
She tiembled o’tr hir miiioiM chaims, 

Ijike Fve fiist-gllosing her iic vi life , 

And the ’M ud staitlcd at tho \\ ite, 
lleart-pain^d with a swu^t, warm strife. 

The uukn )wn sea moans on her shore 
Oi life she h< 11 s tlu brcikirs roar, 

But, tiusting Him, she 11 four no moro , 

For, o’er the deep seas there is calm, ^ 

Full as the hush of all heaven's ps ilm * 

Thbir golden, goal, Uie Vu tor s * 

* And at hi r heart Love sits stnd Ainj^lr), 

And bioodeih waimth, begetiih||;: vrings 
Shall lift her life to higher thinigs. ^ 

The Bh saing gi\en, tho ring is On ; ' 

And at God s A^iai ladiant inn 
The currents ot two lives m one * 

Ilusbt with hanpinesb., i vei y S( nse 
Is crowded at tho ho irt inti n^e , 

And silcfiaoe hath such eloquence * 

^JMWn to his feet her inrok ojos e>toop, 
th^€ her loi c should pour its cup, 
like a King, ho lilts th<Sm ttp. 

* 

r 

Her flashing face to heaven n|>-tnrns. 

As for God s gracious kiss it jeams t ^ 
Through her life Hope's aanrh» burhtij 
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And now sho trembles to his breast, 

To make it aye lior happy 

And proudly crown his loving c^ucst: 

His arms her hyacinth head c.irt^ts, 

And fold her fragrant b1en4h»riicbB, 

With all its touching tenderness. 

Now, on lieaven’s coast of crystal, crown’d 
Ilebper lights life's outward-bound 
And Evening folds her purple round. 

A palace rich with glorious shows 
She maketh his life's narrow house 
To-night but tliero he ke(‘pb no rouse ! 

Alone they hold their marriage /east: 
Fresh from the Chribiu of the Priest, 

Ue would not have tho happiest jest 

To strtfin her brows with a crimson fine; 
Amd, they need no wings of wine 

'Jfo/toat^ ttum into Love’s divine. 

Bo Strength and Beauty, hand-in-hand, 

Oo /opth into the hon*»y*d land. 

Lit by the lo\ e-moon goldeu-gr.ind. 

Where God hath huilf their Bndal-bower ; 
And on the top of life the^ tower, 

And taste of Fden's pertcct hour. 

No lewd eyes o'er my bhoulder look! ’ 
Thw do but ppe the hh ssed Ixiok ^ 

Of Marriage uQL their hallowed nook. ^ ’ 

O, flowery be the paths they press. 

And ruddiest human fruitag;^ bless 
with a lavish loveliness! 
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A OXfYHl^ AITLO 

Melodioas move their wedded life ^ ^ 

Thro’ shocks of time, and storms of stHi^y 
Husband true, and perfec£ Wifo ' 


A GUMPbC OF AIjLD L\NGSYNR 

Babth, gunisht Biidc-liko, bales her bosom to the 
nestling Night, 

Who hath coino down in glory from the goideif 
halls of light 

Ten thousand tender, starry eyes smile o’ei the 
world at rest, * 

The weary world — hnshi^ like an infant Otk Iw 
mother’s breast 1 * 

^ ♦ 

The gro it old lulls thrust np thoir foreheads in rich- 
§lef^i>ing light 

Hbw proudly^griud, and ftiU tjh^ stands 
ping Qod io-night f 

The floweafs b'lvo hung tiiolr cops with gems of their 
own *iw( i tm s ^lougbt. 

And muse upon chcir stoius, in smiling ecstasy ot 
thougrn; ^ 

They haye banqiretted on beauty, at the fragrant 
Fve’s red lira, 

And fold^in charmed rest, with crowns ujpon 

tip*. 

Ko greon tide sweep* the sea of leave*, no 

stirs the sodt, ^ 

While Holiness broods doye*-like on the Bout, bOr 
gett^ 6od. 
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$#eet lK>|^r' thou wdJc*st the feeling that vro never 
know by day, 

For Angel eyes look down, and road tho spirit 
’noath tho clay 

Even while I list, such music stealcth in upon my 
soul, 

As though adown heaven’s stair of stars, tho 
seraph-Jiarpings stole — 

Or 1 could grasp tho immortal part of life, and 
Boar, and soar, 

Sn<ih strong wings take mo, and my heart hath 
found such hidden lore ' 


It flings aside the weight of years, and lovingly 
goes Itack, 

To that sweet time, tho dear old time, that glistens 
on its track} , 

Lifer’s wtfheored pow green again, and fresh 

OhildbcmHi spring, 

As 1 am welcomed once more, within its rain¬ 
bow ting — 

The Past, with aU its gather’d charms, betokens 
mo back m joy. 

And loving hoaiis, and open arms, re-clasp me as 
a boy. 


Thowioes of the Loved and Lpst are stirring at 
my heart. 

And Hemory’s misn^r’d treasures leap to life, with 
i BUddmi start,— 


As through her darkened windows, warm and^ad 
^. Sunlight crec‘j»8 in, ’ 

glimpt in glorious tsaza, my toil- 


win. 
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k OLIUFSB 07 AVLD LANO-SYNIS. ^ 


Thou art looking, eimUing on me, 

lookt and emilcd, Mother, * 

And 1 am Bitting bj tliy Bide, at heart a very child. 
Mother! j 


I'm with theo now in soul, sweet Mother, much as 
in those hours, 

.^^hon all njy wealth was in thy love, and in the 
^ birds and doweis. 


When the long summer days were short, for my 
glad 80 IU to live 

The golden fulness of the bliss, each happy hour 
could give. 

4 

When Heaven sang to my innocence, and every 
leafy grove 

And forest ach’d as ft young heart 

aches with love» 

-41 

When life ojied like a ftoVer, whwe clung my lips, 
to qualT its lionCy, 

And joys throng’d like a shower of gold king-oupa 
m meadows sunny. 

I’ll tell thoo, Mother ! since we met, stern changes 
have come o’er in© ■ 

Then life smiled like a paradise, the world was all 
before mo. 

O ! I w>is full of l^^tful faith, and, in my glee and 
gladness, 

. lleomed not that others had begun as bright, trh^ 
end was madness. 

t ** 

1 knew not smilea could light up eyes, like Sqiuaef’s 
laughing glow 

On some cold stream, which burns aborOy whUc ftU 
rul^ dork below; 



OLIHPSX 0» Aina> , 


115 



0% BummeP sea, ^oat soulago down, 

■^hilo some, ^rown cold, 

Seal up affection’s h\ ing spring, and sell their love 
/or gold , 


Jlow they on wh<.»ni wo’d stiikod the heart forget 
the early vow, 

And tliey who swoio to love through life wou|||^ 
j)a«8 all coldly now , 


Bjow, in the soul’s dark hour, Lome’s temple-^ cil is 
rent in twain,* 

And the heart quivers thoru-crown’d on tho cross 
of fiery pain. 

And shatter^ idols, brokan dreams, come crowding 
on mV bioin, , , 

As speaks the B|>int^Toico o^ days that never coma 
again ^ 

It tell* 0? Widen JEhpments lost — heart seared — 
blina Scion’s thmfil; 

Xiife’a spring-tide ^blossoms run to waste, Love’s 
"honey turn’d to gall. 

It. tells how many and often high resolve and pur¬ 
pose strong, 

Shaped on the anvil of my heart, liavc died upon 
my tougiio. 

I loft thee, Mother, in sweet jMay, tho meiiy month 
of fiowers, 

>3^ toil awny in dusky gloom tho goklon summer- 

^ hours 

# 

1 1001 my world of love behind, with soul for li^ 
n-thirating; 

My burning eyelid dropt no tear, although my 
« hear c was bursting 
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V * ♦ ' V 

For X had knit my fiOtil to climb, with pc^ver^Jj^ 
burden; " 

Give me but time, O give me time, and 1 would 
win the guerdon. 

Ah,t Mother ! many a heart that all my aspiration 
ehorisht 

jPDatU ftilhm in the trampling strife, and in the liib**'’ 
march peri'^ht. 

We see tiie bleeding victims lie upon the world*B 
grim Altar, ' v. 

And one by one young feelings die, and dark donbtf , 
maKe us falter. ^ 

Mother, the world hath wroakt its part on me» witb 
* scathing powoj',* ^ r 

Yet the best life that heaves my heart runs J^r thee 
at this hour, - w * ^ 

.^d by these holy ydam&^y Iby ihe^tC" oycB vrith ^ 
sweet toai« wia^5 

I know theie v^clls a spting oCl^Vb through all my , 
^.bding^yct. 

* » 

SONG OF THE KEB REPUBLICAN. 

Fling out tt.& irodJ^anit^! its fiery flrbnt under, 
Come, gather gafhear ye, Champions of Bightt 

And roll round tha^ world, with the voice of 

thunder, ^ v 

The W Fongs we’voto reckon, opprfissloiiii to 

.They de6m that wo etriko,no more like old' 
Hero-band,* * , ^ 

Victor’s own liattla-heorted and bravq: 

Blood of Christ! brothers zoino. It vase sWeet but 
to see ye standt '< 

Trias&ph <*f Tomb welcome, Glory or G:^v0 1 
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* i , ’ * 

SWbfjK out the red Bauncr in mouUtaiu and valley! 

JBarth feel the tread of th^ froo once a^in; 
!irow soldiers of Freedom, lor Ipve of God, rally. 
Old yearns to know that her childien are 

Men, 


Wo arc nerved hy a thousand wrongs, burning and 
bleeding; 

Bold Thoughts leap to birth, but the bold DeedO 
" must com*', 

And wherover lluminity's yearning and pleading, 
One battler for Liberty strike we heart-home. 


out tiio rod Banner ^ aehie\ements iounortal 
Ha\c yot to Ik* won by the lian<^ labor-brOWn ; 
And few, lew may enter the proud promise-portal, 
Vet lyoar it in thought like a glorious Crown' 
And 0 joy of the onset! sound trumpet, array 
us; 

True hearts would loan up wore all h(*U in out 

>tb^. ^ 

Up, up Lorn Slovo-land ; who stirreth to stay 
'* na ^ 

Bhall Hm, ad of old, in the Ked Sea of wrath. 


Fling ^out the red Banner, O Sons of the morn¬ 
ing* 

Young spirits abiding to hurst into wing-a,— 

We stand shadow-crown’d, but sublime is the 
warning, 

AU heaven’s giimly hosht, and ibe Bird of Storm 
? singp! 

•• wwlj^*’ saith the Sentry on 'Tyranny's 

tO'wer, 

* While Hope by hh watch-fire is gray and tear- 
blind; 

Ay, all’s woU * Fieedom’s Altar burns, lunir by 
hour, * 

Live brands Ibr tho fire-damp with which yo are 
mined. 
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Eltti^ out the ted Banner ^ the patriots perltlh,'^ ' 

^ Bttt where theis bones liiti'U the seed Btrtketh 
' root ■ 

Their blood hath run lod the great haryest to 
cherish t 

Then gather yo, Roapete, and gamer the fruit,* , 
■yiotory * YictoTV* Tyrants are quaking > 

The'Titan of Toil from the bloody tiirall stariB ; 
Thq slaves are awaking, the duwndigiit ib breaking. 
The foot-fall of Freedom beats quick at our 
hearts! 


THE PATRIOT TO IITS BRIDE* 

f 

WitL yo6 leave the fond bosom of Honflto, whero 
Bliss hath been from your earliest waking? 

Can you gLvo its endearments tb come, whor^ 

Life hath many a hot hoart-aohing ? 

Have you counted the cost to stand ^ 

In too battle I 6ght for Man? 

And shall your angcMove defy me, 

Who btand in the world’s <mrk ban ? 

O, a daring high SquI yon will need, dear love, 

To biave the life-battle with mo 

For your true heart may oftentimes bleed, dear 
love, « 

And your swieot dim tearfully. ^ 

Sweet» know you of gallant hearts pertahiflg, — 
The line spirits that dumbly b<JW t ^ 

«J^r a little of Fortune’s olieiishing, 

^ They are breaking in agony now! 

And without the sunshine that lifenteodeth, 

Alas ^ bw ect * for me and for you : 

But lit|io^gie careless world hcLdeth 
For j^^ike ours, tender and true < 



'-‘119 


A'fAffbSlU 

♦ 'i 

« diiring high noul yon will nc^, dear love, 

Tp bravo tlio lifo-hattlo with me 
£V>r yunr true hiMrt miy olieutimes blood, dear 
love, 

And your swoet eyes dim. tocirfully. 

« 

Well, you’\o sworn, I have sworn, God hath bound 
• us, 

In a co\onant tho world shall not part. 

I have dung my love's purple aiounu us, 

^ And you live in each pulse of my lieait' 

It may oe our naaaae iu Ikith'b story 
Shall endure when we aie no more 
Jot 1ov<‘ Iivob as the St irs bum m glory, 

’’ And the Fiowcis bud on Earth’s grc*on floor. 

But adoring high smil yon will need, dear love, 
To brave the lifo-liattle with mo * 

For your true heait may oftentimes bleed, dear 
love. 

And your sweet eyes dim tearfully. 


ANATHEMA M VRANATIIA. 

DibBFER and deeper tho Tyrant's lash llayetli, 
Swifter .ind swifter fierce Misc'ry slayeth , 

TightOiT and tighter the grip of Toil groweth, 
Neteer and nearer the dark Ruin floweth. 

And still ye boar on, and ye faint heart and 
^ breath, 

Tiil yp orc(*p, scourged hounds, to yoi^r konnol 0% 
death: 

O down to the duat with yc, cowards and slaves, 
PlaguoHstricken cumber-grounds, slink to your 
graves ’ 
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askasbsUjl MAIUNATUA, 

lUm is the cTo^n of all life» but ye wear it not; ^ 
I’reedoniy Humanity’s p ilm, and ye boar it not; 
£aattty spreads banquet for all, but ye share it poi^ 
Chimmer the blinding veil gloomSy and ye tear it 
not. * 

^ Weaving yonr lifo-flowois in Wrong’s robe of glory^ 
*•$6 Stint in yeur starkne'ss with hearts smittop^ 
* hoary ? * 

0 dpwn to the dust mth ye, cowards and sla*w, 
I’lague-stricken cumber-groundsy slink to y^ar 
graves I 

^Riey have broken our hearts for their hunger, and 
tiod 

The winepress for Death, with the grapes of our 

And ye bek thou* feet, red with your blood) bkO 
dulnb cattle 

Ah ^ bettor and brivor to meet tium in battle * 

The how that Tell drew hath lost none of its spring, 
Hnt ye nerve not with daring the fu^ow andaw^Hg ^ 
Th^ down to the dust w|th yef eowardid and 
slaves, ^ 

Plague-stricken cumber-grounds, slink to yoiQr 
graves * 

Thero's a curse on hh'^* Miiminonites fiery and fell, 
Gold turns their b*ird hoirts into hearthstones for 
hdl, 

And there’s wringing of hands with the Knave and 
the Tyrant, 

For God's graven autograph's on their desiFtli^^war^ 
rant. 

WhilQ lordlier manhood ^ncath Freedom’s heart 
^ year noth, 

Up now I while before yo the fiic^^pillar burneth * 
Or down to the dust with yo, cowards and slaves, 
Down, down for ever, and slink to your graves ' 
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LTTTLR LTLYBELL. 

Wh®k unsoen fingois part tho l%avos, 

AAd nhow US Beauty's iiice ; 

And Earth her breast of gbjry Reaves, 
And glows from Spring’s eiubrooe : 
^Whan Mowora on green and golden wings 
t jj^loat u|i.-^ Life’s sea cloth swell 
An^ 0u8h a world of vernal things, — 

( Oftme litiia LilyhelL 

And like a blessed Bird of calm * 

Our loro’s sweet wants she stilled. 

Made 'Passion’s fiery wine lun balna,— 
Life’s glory half fulfilh^l» 

Prom dappled dawn to twinkling dark. 
This witching Ariel 
Pjllle all our heaven * or like a Tiurk 

LUybell. 

And ehe is fair,X) very fiiir, 

Has ayes so like the dove ’ 

Atid lightly leans her world of core 
Upbn our arms of love < 
rt la^nnot be that ye wfll break 
The nromise-iale ye toll, 

Ye will not make such fond hearts ache, 
little Ulybdll I 

As on Stream her leaflets spread, 

And tremble In its flow, 

We shudder, lest the awful Bead 
Pluck at her from below ! 

Brleathe softly low, yo Winds that start, - 
O stream, but faintly swell : 

Your every motion smites tho heart, 

For little Lily bell. 


TUB WEDDINQ-RrNO. 

We troinblo : lest tlio ancrel Beatb, 

Who eymos to "atber llowore 
For Paradise — at her N\\oet breath, 

Should fall 111 lo\o with ours* 

O many a year may eome and go 
Fro from LifeV niy8ti<* well 
Suuh stream shall f1 a\— such flower sliall blow 
As our sweet LilyboJl. 

Oh ! when thy dear heart lills with fears, 
ATid ac^cB with TjOvo’s sweet pain, 

And pale oheeks burn thro’ happy t^rs 
Liko rod Koso in the rain 
I mawel Sweet ' if we shall see 
The sight and say ’tis well. 

When the BoIommI ealls for thee, 

Our dainty Lilybell * 

How’" rich Lo\e made th<^ lowly <^><1 
Wliore such a Flower hath blown * 

O Love, wo love, and think that God 
Js such a love fhU-grown! 

Dear God, that gave the blessed trust, ‘ 
lie near, that all hr* well. 

And mom and eve liedew our dust. 

For love of LilybelL 


THE GOLDEN WEDDING-R£N(](. 

With a white blind like a lady, 
jVnd a heart ns merry as Spring, 

I um ri])C and I urn ready 
For a golden wedding-ring 
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TixK GOI.9KN WKDio'ma-siMa. 

•4 

As tba earth with sea is bounded. 

And the Wintoi-world with Spring, 
So a Maiden’s life is mniidod 
With a golden -vicdiling ring. 

This old world is si'areo worth seeing. 
Till IiOYe wavi's Lis piivplo wjing. 
And wo gauge tlio bliss of being. 

Thro’ a golden wedding-ring 

Wbuld you draw far ISdens nearer 
And to Barth the angels bring. 

You must seek the magic mirror 
df a golden wedding-ring. 

I ha\c known full m.my a Maiden. 

I/iko .1 white JRjjfae iMrlieriijg, 

Into fresh iIjm betiuty redden 
Thio’ a goldi u wedding-ring 

Fnini ing spliita oft grow ft arlt hs, 
Sighing Quarts will soar and biiig, 
Toamil eyes will laugh out tearless. 
Thro’, a golden wcoding-ring. 

There’s no jewel so worth wearing. 
That a Lover’s Jiands may bring. 
There’s no treasure viorth eoiinsuing 
With a golden wedding-ring. 

* As the crescent Moon rings golden 
Jkkor fhll beauty perfecting, 
Woman’s glory is unfoiden 
In a golden wedding-ring. 

Ah ! 'when hearts aro wildly Ideating, 
And when arms all glowing eliiig. 
Think Love’s cii‘clo wants completing 
With Si golden wedding-ring 
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THE FNIJELOYED. - 

■I' 

« 

Like a troo boeMo the ri\»‘r 
Of lior life ilifit runs froiB xnc. 

Do I lean ido, murTiniruig; ever 
My fond lo^ e’s idolatry : 

And'l reach out hands of blessing, 

And T stretch out hands bf prayerj 
And with passionate caressing, 

Waste my life upon the ait. 

In my ears tlie Syren river 

Sing^i, and Miilles up in my face p 
But^ lor ever and for (‘vt‘r, ♦ 

Buns from my embrace. 

Spring by spring, the Ttranrhea tluly 
Clothe themselves in tendi»r Fin'll er, 
And for hep sweet sake as truly 

All thoir fruit and fragrance show*.*r ; 
But, tlie stream 'with car'dess laughter, 
lluiiB in merry beauiy by, ^ 

And it leaves mo yearning after — 

Lone to ■weep-, and lono to die! 

In ray ears the Syren river 

Sings, and smiles up in my face ; 
But, ever apd for over, 

Kn/is from my embrace. 

I stand *maz^d in the moonlight, 

O’er its happy face to dr(*am ! 

I am parchdd in the noopllght, 

By that cool and briiriraing stream * 

I am dying by the river ^ 

Of her life that runs from mo * 
While it 8}>ark]ea by me ever 
Witli its cool felicity * 
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In my ears tho Svrcn river 

Sin^, and biniliH up in my face; 
But, tor evei and fi>r i*\c*r. 

Runs from iiiy i iiibrat'O. 


DESERTED, 

came to me in a rosy cloud, 

With golden glory klet; 

And caught mo up, and in heaven wo rode. 

Till iti melted in mournful mi^t. 

Oone L ^ne ^ is tho hglifc that uhonc, 

WijJi the dream of my (viiiier day. 

And tho wild winds moan, and alone, alune> 

1 wander my weary way. 

The davs come and go, and the seasons roll, 

In their glory they pass me by ; 

And tho lords of life and the happy in soul 
Walk under a smiling sky. 

And tho sweet springtide comoS back to earth, o*or 
The soothdd winter sea; 

But He will return no more, no more. 

Never oome back to me. 

•It were better that I lay sleeping 
“ With bill baby upon my breast, 

. When tho weary have done with their weeping, 
And the wretched oro roekt to their rest. 

The World is a di»soIhte, dreary oi^o, 

And full of sad tears at best: 

God, take back tby wandering weary one, 

' Like a wouiided bird ^omo to its nest* 
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LOVE IN IDLENESS. 


LOVE IN IDLENESS. 

\Vf sit bcrenily ’noiith the Njglit, 

As still as stills, A\ith swilt ilchf^ht, 

In toais, til it till how in JjiIo'b deop 
'Iho hiddiii peaiN ol beauty bleep , 

And bilcnt, as ol slcLping »Soab, 

And ipiitt, as of ditaining Trees 
The nver of out bliss i ans filled, 

Its faintest hap}>y munnur stiU^. 

Upon my forelu id rests thy palm, 

\iid on nij b 2 Hiil icbts thy c ilm 
1 cannot see th^ lai i, hut know 
Its sea of ius< -blo«»m hath a ^low 
liiko ruby lij^Iit and iiclily lies 
The dow and sh idows in thine eyi-o , 

That abk how they may soothliebt bh ss, 

Like or^sial-wells of toudiiiiobs. 

Warm fragrance, like the poul o’ tho houth, 
Is loiind thee; and thy dama^^k mouth 
Dissolves me in <lelieiuiis death, 

It doth so hreathe ambiosi<il hi oath ' 
Mu6k-rofe< s ]^l(»wing in tin gloom. 

Drop fragraiieo faiiitin^, in the room , 

Anu suchdine Siidin ss lills the air* 

Bripe l^ifo a bloom ol di w doth wear. 

Wo sit, with silent glory crowned, 

And Love's anus wound in amorous round; 
As on rich clouds of fr.igfam o sw im 
']pho summer dusk, so cool, and dun' 

While wo our fiohls of jdeasure reap, 

Our Dahes ho in the wood of Sleep , 

One — first love's dream of beauty wrought i 
One the more pcrfei t after-ti^oug|^t! 
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Tho ^RTpiug Jiand hath diilh*d tlip lyro 
Of tbrilLing heiirt-striJigs. tlieiv liro 
Droopt low, tilt* tlrcainy i’.ibbious doAo, 
In largo luxuviaiico of iM'poso. 

I onljr soc — that thou .irt no.ir ; 

1 only fool — 1 hdvo tlioo, l>iMr' 

I only ho<ir thy throb)ung lit'ait, 

And know that wo tfan never part. 


IN AUS'l’RALIA. 

Quaff a cutl ami st ml a c lioor up lor tho Old Land ’ 
We have Ueaid the Ih ijieis shout, 

For tlH‘ llar\«ii>t going imt, 

W^ith the frrnoke of battle cloMiig round tlio bold 
fjunel ; 

And our Tue^sage shall lie hurled 
• * p <he ringingslde.s o’ th<* world, 

There arc true hearts boating lor you in the (Jold 
Land. 

We are with you in your battles, bravo and bfdd 
Ijaticf' 

For the ohl iineestral tree 
Striketh root heneath tho sea, 

And it heareth fruit of Freedom in tlio Gold Land ! 
Wo shall eome too, if you call, 

We shall hght on if you fall, 

Cromweira laud must iicvcr be a bought and sold 
Land. 

O the standard of the Lord Wave o’er the Old Land! 
' For, tho waiting world holds breath 

While she treads the dew of Death, 

With tlie sleeve of Peace stript up from her bare, 
Jbold hand: 



I 


* ' I>0WI7 IN AUSTRALIA. 


And her ruddy Rose will bloom. ^ ^ 

On the bus uu and the tomb 
Of her many llorors lallon for the Old Land. 


O, a terror to the Tyrant is tiic Old L&nd ! 
lie rcmcuibors how she stood 
'VV'itli her raiincut rolled in blood. 

When the tide of battle burst upon the bold Land, 
* An<l he looks with darkened ftce, 

For he knows the h5ro-raco ^ 

Sweep the harp of Freedom — draw her Sword with 
bold hand. 


or. 


Let thy glorious voice be heard, thou grehi hhd bold 
Land! 

Speak the one \k*torioiis word, 

And fair FruMloiu's wandered Rird 
Shall wing back with leaf of piKuniso from the Old 
Land! 


And the Peoples shall come out 
From their slavery» with a shout * 

For the new world greeting in thh Future’s Gold 
Laud! 


When the smoke of Battle rises from the Old Land, ' 
You shall see the Tyrant down, 

You shall see the ransomed crown; 

On the brow of prisoned poo^ilcs, freed witli bold 
hand! 

She shall .thrash her foes like com; 

They shall eat the bread of sdom i 
And will sing her song of Triumph in the Gold 
Land. 

* 

'QiialT a cup, and send a cheer up from the Gold, 
^ Laud I - ^ 

Wo have board the Reapers shout, 

For the Harvest going out, 

^ Seen the smoke of batue closing rounA the hold 
Land ; ^ 



EXILE TO nis cotjirt'Ey’. 




' ^ Atild oar mcsssago Rhall ho luirlcd 
Up the ringing sidoa o’ tho world, 

Tbero are true hearts down h(‘re, beating for the 
Old Land. 


THE EXILE TO IIIS COUNTRY. 

How dimmed is all thy glory, and how dark tho 
shadow falls! 

And wii4^Jtbe sorrow wailcth thro’ thy hamlets and 
^ thy halls! 

Vhy banner burns no longer on tho mountains and 
the sea. 

And oh! the dead are bl('sse<l wlio thy suffering 
may not aec- 

Uow are thy bruye Ones scattorodon many an alien 
strand! 

Thy darlings leal and true to the dear old Mother- 

loiiid. 

Th(^ hayo bound tbee in the graye-olothes, but wo 

^ watch with tears and s^lis, 

1^1 Freedom comes like Christ, and thou like Laza¬ 
rus shalt rise. 

Thy pale, pale face, my Country, yet shall flush 
with ripening bloom, 

As Nature’s color kindles when the breath of 
Spring doth come. 

Oh! " come thou Spring of promise; mighty Hope, 
put forth thy hand, 

And build thy arch of triumph for the dear old 
Motherland. 

Tho Birds that follow Summer, they come and fhey 
depart, 

For tho Land of my loyo, and the home of my 
heart: 

9 
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And, like n wounded Bird, my spirit 
tho wind, 

And flatters do'NMi and tb^ are and 

left Muiitl * 

O my I'lovolotb in tho not ’ O tlio spoiler’s bloody 
hand « 

And I so fir aw ay from the dear old Motlierlandii 

Sometimes wlion lift* is daikest, a glory bursts its 
ff looms, 

As Lightning thro’ the startled night, the ikoe o^ 
things illumes; 

A sudden splendor smites me, and ere tbo thuiid<a*a 
roll, . 

I see thy f.ieo look radiant thro’ the darkness of 
my hoiil * 

And thou ait sitting at the f(‘ 0 t of Freedom, great 
and grand. 

Thy eliildren luippy in thy smile, thou dear old 
Motliorlaud. 

O thou among the nations, for thv might shalt yet 
}m 3 them( d, 

Tliy fatal curso of Beauty by Love’s blessing all 
riMleomed * 

Tho red wounds where they piei< hI thee, shall to 
sears of glory turn,* 

And in thy tearful eyes the light of boundless life 
, bhall bum * 

The heaven'' are filled with Maityrs, but the earth 
btili hohls a band 

"Who meet in battle yet for the dear old ^lothciland. 

Oh * many are the gallant hearts will ne\er answer 
when 

Thy clarion-cry shall call us up to the field again f 

And many are tho tears must fall, and prayers go 
up to God, , 

But swift the vintage ripens, and the wino-pcesH 
shall be trod I 



THB I1Q&P9 OF I«AN 1 > AND MO^EV. 


in 


jSarvesl reddons rich for dt^ath ' the Reapeim 

the imtid, 

‘ Ailu Victory cthmee to wt^d hiu bridi^, thou dear old 
MotberlaJid. 


Tllhl LORDS OF LAND AND MONEy. 

Sons of Old England, from the sod, 

UpHlt the noblo brow ' 

Geld apos a mightier power than God, 

And wealth is woisnipt now * 

In ^tll thwe toil-cniiohlo<l lands 
Ye have no herit.i 

They snatch the liuit of youthful hands, 
Tne stall horn weaiy a»e. 

O toll them 111 their Falaces, 

These Lonis of Land and Money ’ 

They shall not kill the poor like bees, 

To »0b them of Talc’s honey. 

Thro’ long dark yt'ars of blood and tears, 
"Wo’ye toil’d like branded slaves, 

Till Wrong’s red hand hath made a land 
Of paupers, prisons, graves * 

But our long-^ulTerunce ondeth now, 
M'"ithin the souls of men 
The fruitful buds of promise blow, 

^ And Freedom livi^s again ’ 

0 tell them in their Palaces, 

Theso Lords of Land and Money I 
They shall not kill the poor like bees, 

To rob them of Life’s honey. 

Too long have Lalxir’s nobles knelt 
Before exalted ** Rank, * ’ 

Within our sonls the iron is felt— 

^e hear our fetters oli^nk! 
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A glorious voice goes throbbing forth 
From millions btimng now, 

"Who yot boforo these Gods of earth 
iShall Stand w ith uubioncht brow. 

O tell them in then Piilaces, 

Those Lords oi Land and Money ! 
They shall not kill the poor like bees, 
In lob them of Lite's honey. 


THE DESERTER FROM THE CAUSE. 

He is gone bolter so. 'W’e should know who stand 
under 

Oui ilaniier let none but tho trusty remain * 

Fur there's stern ^^ork at hand, and the time com^ 
shall sundd 

The shell fiom tho peail, and the cliaif from tho 
gram \ 

And the heart that thro' danger and death will be 
dutiful — 

Soul that with CranmoT in firo would sliake 
hands; 

Witli a Life, like a palace-home built for tho 
Beautilui , 

Freedom of all her ]Selo\cd demands ' 

He is gone from us ! Tet shall we march on vitj' 
torious, 

Hearts buinmg like Beacons — eyes fixt on the 

aoal» 

And if we fijkll hi'hting, we fall like the (ilorious ; 

With face to the Stars, and aU heaven m the soul! 

^ And aye tor tho brave stir of battle we'll barter 

Tho sword of life sheatht in the peace of the 
grave. 

And better the fieriest fate of tlie Martyr, 

L Than live like tho Coward, and die like 
6lave! 
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ABB BUT GIANrS WH1I.E WE 

’ KNEEL. 

Good t^eople ! put no laith in Kings, nor in your 
Princes tiust, 

Who break your hoarfcs for bread, and grind your 
iUccs in the dust' 

The Palaco Paupeis look from lattice high and 
mock your prayer. 

The Champions of the Christ arc dumb, or goldmi 

, bit they wear * 

0 but to see yo bend no moio to earth’s oiime^ 
cursed things — 

Ye are (hid’h Oracles stand forth! bo Nature’s 
Priests and Kings» 

Ye fight and bleed, while Fortune's darling^ blink 
in splendid lair; 

With li\LS that crawl, like worms tlirough buried 
Boautjf’s golden hair * — 

A tale of lives wrung out in tears tlicir Grandeur’s 
garb reveals. 

And the last sobs of breaking hearts sound in their 
Chariot-wheels' 

O league yo — crush the things that kill all love 
and liberty! 

They arc but Giants while wo kne< 1 : Oni leap, 

AND LJ^ GO WJ5* 

Trust not to tho Priests, their tears are lies, theiT 
heartb are hard and cold , 

They load yo to sweet pastures, whore they fleece 
the foolish fold' 

!JChe Church and State are liukt and s\voru to deso¬ 
late the laud; 

Good people, ’twixt these foxQS tails, W o'll fling a 

» * fiery orand I 
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Upl if ye will bo freo, to golden calves no longe? 
bow: 

tPhe nations yearn for liberty —tho World 
nest now * 

Tour bent-knee is half way to hell ^ — Up, ServUe9i 

t from the dust ^ 

The Har\ebt uf the free rcd-iipens for the sicklo- 
thrust. 

They'ro quaking now, and shaking now, wbo’vo 
wrought the huitlmg borrow. 

To-day the dcsolaters, but the ilesolate To-morrow! 

Loud o Vi the ir murder’s menat^o wakes tho watch- 
woid of tlio Free 

They arc but (liants while wo kneel One lea?*, 

AND Ur GO 

Some br4ivest patriot-liearts have gone, to break 
licyond tho Sea, 

And many in tho dungoon have died for you and 
me’ 

And still wo glut tho Merciless — give all Life's 
glory up. 

That st us of dime, and winking eyes, may cioWn 
then re\el-cup ’ 

Back, trampleis on tho Many ! Death and Danger 
aiiibnsht lie, 

Bow vie ye, or the b’ood may run’ the patient 
people ciy 

Ah' blmt not o it tho bght of hope, or wo may 
blindly dash, 

Like Saiiib m m his strong death-gropc, and whelm 
ye m the cvasli, 

Think how spumed the People mad, that old 
Kdgimo of Prance, 

Whob ‘ he ids Uko poppies from Death’s Scytlie foil 
in a blo(»dy dance 

Ye plead m \ain, ye bleod in vain, ah’ Blind! 
E||||p will ye soe 

Qiants while we kneel? One leajt, 
GO Wb-. 



CRY OF tUf^ 

Xiie merry flowers aro 6}vnnglng from our lasWoar 
Martyid^ mould, 

Aafeheir as<eai]ii8 had txkiu blossom telliug what 
they lYould have told, 

Of all our i iiij bowed Future and wliat thjs earth 
shall b(>, 

Wheu we have baitcred blows and bonds for Ufi> 
and lilx rty. 

Ah* what a faco of gloiy shall the woaiy world 
putgti. 

When Loro is crowned, ind *'hill king tlio ht ut its 
royal throne * 

0 wo shall SiX our dailmgs smile, — w bo mu t us 
tearful now, —* 

Sre the Ktornal mom breaks giay, on the Itelovod s 
brow 

And Love shall give the kiss ol Death no more to 
those we love. 

And prid<', not shame, shall flush the face ol our 
hoai t-nestling Du\e 

House, fihins, seale th* Olympus whtre t*ie hin- 
deiiiig Xyiants ho 

They aro nut Giants while weknul Om iiac, 
ANO irp GO Wb. 


THE CRY OF THE UNrMPLOkED. 

’Tis liard, ’tis hard to wander on tlivough this 
bright world of ours* 

Beneath a sky of smiling blue, on \elvot piths of 
Aowers, 

With music in the woods, as there were nought but 
wyaunco known, 

Or Angels walkt earth’s sobtudes, and yet with 
-want to groan, " a* 



cEr or toe okekploted. ' „ 

XoBbe^no beauty in the etate^ nor in God’e radiantr J 
smile^ ^ 

To wail and wander misery-curst! witiing, but 
cannot toil. 

There’s burning sickness at my heart, 1 sink down 
famished ! 

God of the wretched, heat my prayer : I wodld 
that 1 were dead ! 

Heaven droppeth down with manna stiU in many 
a gulden show’r, 

•, And feeds the leaves with fragrant breath, wUh 
silver dew the llow’r, v 

There’s liuneyed fruit for bee and bird, with, bloom 
laughs out the tree, 

And food for all God’s happy things ; but none 
gives food to mo. 

Earth, deekt with Plenty’s garland-crown, smUes 
on my aching eye, -ir 

The purse-proud, — swathed in luxury, — disdain¬ 
ful pass mo by : 

I’ve eager hands, and earnest heart — but may npt 
work for bread ! 

God of the uri'tohed, hear my prayer: I would 
that I were dead ! 

Gold, art thou not a blessed thing: a charm above 
all other, 

To shut up hearts to Nature’s cry, when brother 
pleads with brother? 

Hast thou a music sweeter than the voice of loving- 
kindness ? 

No ! curse thee, thou’rtamist ’twixt God and men 
in outer blindness. 

“Father, come back!” my children cry; their 
voices, once so swoet, 

Now quiver lance-like in my bleeding heart! t 
cannot meet 


c 



^ t hOrlB 1ST LQ71», Atn> ISS 

V 

looks theit make the brain go mad, ibr doaftp ] 
ones asking bread 

God of the wretphed, bear my prayer; I would 
that I wore dead * 

T^ordt what right have the poor to wod? Love's 
for the gilded great: 

Are they not form’d o£ irobler clay, who dino off 
golden plate ? 

*Tis SiO worst curse of Poverty to have a feeling 
hofl^t' 

Why ean I not, with iron-grasjj, tear out the ten* 
der Hart? ^ 

T cannot a^ve in yon Bastille i ah no, ’twero bit¬ 
terer pain, 

To wear the Pauper’s iron w ithiii, than drag the 
UoiivM t’s chain* 

1 ’d work but cannot, starve I may, hut will not 
beg for bread 

God ol the wretched, hear my prayer I would 
tliat I were dead * 


I LOVE MY LOVE. A^D MY 1.0VK 
LOVES ME. 

The life of life’s when for another we’re Ining, 

W hobc spirit responds to ours like a sweet Psalter; 

When heait-smiles aro burning, and damc-woids 
out-giMng 

The hre we ha\e lit on her hckirt’s holy Altar! 

0 Love, God’s religion! Love, burning and star- 
ried! 

The soul must be beautiful where thou art pal* 
aced, 

I murk whero thy kifas-beal is set on the forehead, 

1 know where thy dew of heaven’s richliest 
chaliced. 
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radiant brow brealceth thro’ cloud and world-^ 
stain, « 

And strong is that soul in the battle of Duty ; 
Smiling May^unshmo thro’ Life’s Wintor-rain^ 

All outer things clothing with inner world boau> 

tyl 

’Tis writ in the faco, 'ahoso heart singeth finr 

f loe, 

love my Lovo, and my Love loves me,” 


Once I was a-weary of life and the world. 

And the voice of Delight on my hotirt fell ac- 
eiiist. 

And my eyes oft with tear-drops unwootingly 
poail* d, 

I had no one to love, tho’ with Love my bc 4 irt 
burst 

Then on me a sweet dream of Paradise sttile — 
TumM to ladiance the shadows tl#t bio^dod 
around me, 

And wajiking the gaidena that Eden my soul, 

One niOrning, my Love, like another Eve, found 

ine:^ 

She lookt, and a maelstrom of joy whirled my 
bosom, 

She smih d, and m^ lu ing lan bliss to the hrim : 

She spike, and my eagt r lu ii t tliibJit into bhissum ; 
Dear Heaven » ’t ivas tho music st t to my Lifers 
I 13 ran * 

And up wont my soul to God, shouting fur 
gl<H>- 

“ I love mj Love, and my Lu\o lo\e 8 mo.” 

I know, Love of nunc ^ time may nevermoi^hring 
Back tho lost freshness that clad my \ uuug h( art: 

But-* looking on tboo, di ar' sweet thoughts will 
up-spring. 

As from the cold tomb tho green \crduro will 
start' 
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1 look in thine eves, and, 0 joy to the ^eepe^ i ^ 
^I'heir love-lignt makee sunshine of all my dark 
fbars, 

And what made my lioait faint, lifts it now, a 
strong leaner! 

And rivers of Miss flood its channels of tears. 

I had deem’d its wealth flung on sands barren and 
burning* 

And sweet "tie to find my Life's current again, 

Caught up in tliy Love’s precious chalice — re¬ 
turning 

Like dew that hath been to heaven, dropping in 
rain. 

And my heai't’s poriietual hymn shill be, 

“ 1 lo\o my Love, and my Iioie loses me.” 


THE THREE VOICES. 

A WAILING voice comes up a desolate rotul, 
Drearily, drearily, diearily! 

Where mankind have trodden the by-way of blood. 
Wearily, woaiily, woaiil^ * 

Like a sound from tlu' De,id Sea all shrouded in 
glooms, 

Witli breaking of iicarts, fetters clanking, men 
groaning, 

Or chorus of Ravens, that croak among tombs, 

It comes with the uiournfuliest mo.inmg : 

“ Weep, wtH^p, wwp ' ” 
Yoke-felhiws, hstim, 

. Till tearful ey^n, glisten : 

’Tis the voice of the Past. the dark, grim-fcaturod 
Past, 

All sad as the shriek of the midnight blast: 

Weep, weep, w**cp. 


YCRtcBs* 

0 YTBfih out the redt stain, 

Where earth hath heen fatt^ 

, By brare hearto that rotted, 

And'Bf*^ ran a deluge of hot, bloody rain: 

Weep, weep, weep 

Another voice comes from the millions that bend, ’ 
Tearfully, tearfully, tearfully I 
From hearts which the scourges of bla-vory rend, 
Fearfully, feiirmlly^ fearfully 1 
From many a worn, noble spirit that breaks. 

In the world’s solemn shadows adown in Life’s 
, vallcyB, 

From Mine, Forge, and Loom, trumpet-tonguod it 
awakes,* 

On the soul wherein Liberty rallies 
** Woik, wrork, work ” 

Yoko-fcllowb, listen, 

J ill earnest ej es glisten • 

’Tjb the voice ot the Frestnt It bub us, my broth¬ 
ers, 

Be Freemen and then for the freedom of others 
AV ork, woik, work ! 

For the Many a holocaust long to the Few. 

O Work while ye may * 

O work while His day * 

And cling to each otli^r, united and tine 
Work, work, work. 

There cometh another voice bw<h lest of all. 
Cheerily, cheerily, cheerily* 

And my heart loapeth up at its glorious call. 
Merrily, merrily, meriily * 

It comes like the soft touch of bpring-tido, un- 
w arping 

'fhe thrall of oppression that bound ns: > 

It comes liko a choir of the Seraphim, harping 
Their gladsomcst music around us: 
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“ llopc^, hope, hope * ** 
Yoke-fulowg, lisUu, 

Till ^lettul eyes glisten 

’Ti« the voice of the Future, the swcottst of all, 
That makes the heart leap to its glorious call 
Hope, hope, ho{>e * 

Brothers, step foith in tlio Futine's lan, 

Foi the woisi IS past, 

Kight conquers it last. 

And the buttei da^ dawns upon buiToriiig man 
Hope, lu pc, hope. 


inn WORKER 

I cvui not a cursi though horn birth he inhiiit 
llic tc u bittci bit \(l ind the stingin^H of s( an. 
If the mm bo but one of Ootl s niblcb m spiiit,— 
Ihough penniless, richly h ail’d, — luaitsome, 
mongh worn — 

And w ill not foi golden bribe lout it or flattei, 

But clings to the Right lye, is steel to the pdi 
He may bwt it at the iloUj^li, loom, or anvil, no 
inittir, 

I’ll own him the man tli it is deir to my soul 

Ills hand may be hard, and hia r iimeut be tat- 
tei’d. 

On straw p diet nightly his wear^ limbs rest 
If his brow wear the stamp of a spiiit nnfcttei’d, 
I’m mining at once for the ^ms m Ins breast 
(3ivo mo the tiue m in, who will feir ii>t nor filter. 
Though Wan^be his guerdon, the Workhouse his 
poll, 

Till his heait has burnt out upon Liberty's Altar 
For this 18 the man 1 hold dear to my soul 



TRtf Of fBii v ik>fi>&. 

^^ft^^heasfSy in this 1»ra;re W<teld of blessing ttnS 
bi'aiity, 

Aye soom tho poofr splendor of losoL and lurkor; 
And Toil is eieatu)n's cronn, woiship Is duty, 

And greater than Gods in old days is the Worker, 
JFor us tho woalth-ladon world luboreth ever; 
ij ]SW i^s htirvofets ripen, winds blow, waters roll; 
l||m who gives back in his might of endeavor, 
l^U <^eris}i, — a man ever dear to my sou]^ 


THE AWAKEXLXG OF TUB PKOrLK. 

O swis-ETf is tlio fair face of Nature, when Spring 
With Uv ing flowei-rainbow in glor^ hath spauiiM 
Hill and d.ih*, and tho music of birds on tho wing 
Makes o u th seem a beautiful f.icr^^ l.md * 

And dear is our iirsMove’s young si>irit-wol brido. 
With her mt*ek eyes just sheathing in tender 
eclipse, 

When tho sound of our voice calls her hearths 
ruddy tide, 

XJpjTushihg in beauty to melt on tier lips. 

But Earth has no sight hall so glorious to see. 

As a People up-girding its might to be fieo. 

To SCO men awake from the slumber of ages, 

With bx*ows g^im iiom lalior, and hands hard 
and tan, 

^tart up living heroes, tho droamt-uf by JSages » 
And smite with strong arm the oppressors of 
man 

To see tlieui come dauntli'ss forth ’mid the world’s 
warring, 

blaves of the midnight-mine! serfs of tho sod ! 
{Show how the Eleiual wittiin them is stirring. 

And never more bend to a crowned clod ; 



Piutss 

Dear God ^ *tis a flight for Tmuiortals to see,*^ 

A People np-girdiDg its might to be fice. 

Battle on bravely, O sons of hanianity * 

Bash down the c up from your lips, O ye Tuilers ’ 
Too long hath the world bled £bi Tyrants’ lui^ui- 
tv — 

1>)0 long our weakness been strength to our 
'spoilers. 

For Freedom and Right, gallant hearts, wrostlo 
e\er. 

And speak ye to others the proud: words that 
\^on ye 

Your rights conquer’d once, shall bo wrong frofil 
yon ii(\ti , 

O 1) ittk on biuvely , the woild’s oyts are on ye , 
And Barth hath no sight hall so gioiious to see, 

\8 a People up-giiding its might to Ik ti^^e * 


PRISS ON. 

Pr^s on, press <»n, ye Rnleis, in the roused world’s 
iox'waid ti ick 

It mo\t8 too suie foi jo to put the clock of Fieo- 
doin !>ac k * 

Wo’ro gith( ling up fiom near and far, witli souls 
m hti;y glow, 

And Bight doth baie its arm of might, to bpiug the 
Bp<nl( is low. 

Kings, Piicbts, yo’re far too costly, and vio wooiy 
of your rule , 

We crown no moie “ Diimity,” wheie Nature 
writetli “ Fool ^ ” 

To must not b&r oui glorious path as in tho days 
agone; 

Wo know that God made Mon, not Princes, Kings, 
or Priests. — Press on * 
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Ptosis on, press on, ah 1 ** Koblcs! yo havO play’d 
a dartng game; 

Bat your star of strength is falling, fades the pre^ 
tigo of your name 

Too long have ye been fed and nurst on human 
blood and t^rs; 

The naked truth is known, and Labor leaps tp lifb, 
and swears 

His pride of strength to bloated Eise he trill no 
longer give; 

For all who live should labor; Lords,” then all 
who work might live • 

The combat comes' make much of what ye’vo 
wrung from Fatherland! 

Press on, press on* To-day wo plead, To-morrow 
we’ll command. 

Press on * a million paupor-foreheads bend in Mis¬ 
ery’s dust; 

God’s champions of the goldi n Truth still cat the 
mouldy crust. 

This dwning curso of Tyrants must not kill the 
xuftion’siicart; 

The spirit in a million Slaves doth pant on fire to 
start, 

And strive to mend the ^\orld, and wtblk in Free¬ 
dom’s mafeh sublime; 

While myriads sink lieait-brokcn, and the l and 
o’orswarms with crime. 

“ O God * ” they cry, “ we die, we die, and see no 
oaruest wofli! ” 

Brothers, join hand and heart, and in the work 
press on, presebnl 






MERRY CHRISTMAS EVE. 

Mubhy Chrfbtmoti Kvo ^ in tho Palaco -wlioro 
kn<kVory 

Crowds all the tw'deures tho lUir world can ren¬ 
der : 

Where ppirita grow ruBtod in siikcnost slavery, 

And life is oiit-i>antod, in sloth, and in splendor : 

In gladness and glory, Wealth's darlings 'Were 
mooting. 

And pcwcl-cjuspt fingers linkt softly again ; 

New IrioudshipR were twining, and old friends vero 
grot‘ting. 

And twin hearts grew ono, in God's golden iuve- 
chain. 

Mei*rry Christmas Eve! in a poor nvan’a giini hovel, 
'J'h< ro huddled in sihiieo a faminhin^, i.iniily ; 

(.Minn Ii-bt lib were laughing in uiiibUciL level, 

Tie y hoord the loud inookery, with lirowo throb¬ 
bing clammily ; 

All in tho merry time tlicre they sat, mourning — 
Two sons — two brotUoi s — in penal chains 
blooding, 

Their hearts w.indi red forth to the never^eturning. 
Who rose on their vision, pale, haggard, and 
ple<iding. 

Merry Christinas Evo * for the rich, as in duty, 
Taste pander'd and ruby wino wooM on the 
board, 

Eyes smiled in feign’d glory, on birth, and on 
beauty; 

And lying lips fiattcr'd the Mammonite lor<l. 

Love-kissos sobp'd out, ’twi\t the rollie and lout, 
And Hope went forth, roaping-iu long-proiuist 
treasure* 

10 
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Wbat matt ^r, tlio’ hearts might be breaking with< 
out? . , 

Their groans were uuhoard in the palace irf 
pleasure'. 

Merry CluNtin is ' Imt the striuken ones heard 
No uoit^lilKul^ wohoine, iio km<l voie*» of kin; 

Tln^ lookt at cn*h other, but f?pako not a word, 
Wlnlc ilu’ough ciovico, anef cianuy, the sleet: 
diiUt'tl in. 

In a dcHolat'' emnor, one. hungeiskiird, l«y. 

And the inotlier’s hot tears aeie the hoboui-liabc's 
food. 

What mir\v I, (> Stib on* n, what marvel, T pray, 
iSui-li nji'^ny nuihoth (h'iino's dark vij>»*r-))rooa? 

O in* n, an<»; l-imag*'d in Nairn eV fair mint, 

\nd IS It lor this, -y*' wore 1 isluoiud dUine? 

All, A%)i< * t'j*' g inij*— limn n*tulity*s print? 

Wo ill* tyiants and slaves, knit in one toitiirod 
tv> in*’ 

That a few, like to g**ds, may stvul* over the earth. 
Millions, Item to hciirt-murdi r, iie gniu iii 
pawn ; 

When ^vill the work! rpiieken f>r Lilxjrty’N birth, 
W’hich she waitetli, mth eug<jr wings be^iting the 
dawn? 


False Priests-, dare yc say ’tis the will ol your God, 
(An<l i-hrotid the Christ’s mo'»sag(» in dark so- 
I histry,) 

Tliat these miliions of paupers should bow to the 
sod ? 

TTp, up, trampled hearts, it's a lie ! it’s a lie ! 
They may carve ** {Shito ” and “ Altar ” in charoc- 
tera golden, 

Jlut Tyr uui^ ’s lubids are I'oasing to win ; 

Be stirring, O iioonle, your seroU is unfolden. 

And bright be the deeds ye embla-£On therein. 
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" ALL'S KfGllT WtTH THE WOULD. 

SwSFT Phosphor tucks to a biiulo the brow of 
heaven^ 

"Dawn's golden spiings siir^o inh> floods of day, 
laish-leavy woods bitak intc) singing, Kiith 
Prom dewy diik loUs round lur oalm^ side, 

And all gots light, and mciiil> , with the world. 

Spring with a tender boaulv clothes the earth. 
Happy* and iowelled like \ sumptuous Bride, 

As tl lo’ she knew no sorrow — held no gr.ive 
No glory dims for all the hexrt-i that break, 

And all goes light, and ineiiily, with the woild 

Bird*} Bing as swer tlv on tlie hlobsoin’d bought, 
Suns mount as loyally their bappliiie tbioiu, 

Stais bud 111 goig< ous gloom, find htUMsts ynhl, 

As tho’ man nestled in the lap of Lu\e 

All, ail goes right, and merrily, with the world. 

But slip this silken-folded mask aside. 

And lo, Hell w< Iters at unr vi'ry loot * 

The Poor are muider'd body and soul, the Rich 
In Pleasure’s < h tin e melt their pear] of life ' 

Ay, all got-s light, and meirily, with the world. 

Lean out into the looming Future, mark 
The battle roll i< ro^s the night to come ^ 

“ See how we light our Wrongs at last,” Reiengo 
Writes with red radianee on the midnight heaven . 
Yet, all goes right, and merrily, with the world. 

So SiKlom, grim oW Reveller' went to death. 
Voluptuoiui Musio throhb’d thio’ all Iwr courts, 
Mirth wantou’d at hor heart, one piilbO liofore 
Pird-tongu( s told out her bloody tale of ^rong, — 
And. went right, and merrily, w iih the world 
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SONG. 


Gailv the Sun woos tin S|mng for }ii» bri^d| 

W ith ki»seu all war in tuid golden ; 

Till the life at her heart she no longer may hide^ 
And the wealth ot her love is unfoldon. 

Witli kisbos, swoot kisses, the mellow Kains start 
The virgin flowers a-blobsom : 

And rqien their beauty till fragrant lips part. 

And Love’b jcv\el gleams rich in tlioir bosom. 

Faint with love wingoth the -wantoning Wind, 

And yearns as its }ie«irt -won' a-breaking, 

And kisses sweet kisses, till buds be untwined , 
And the young lt‘a\es all arc awaking. 

The wrinkled old Sea sidles uyi the sands. 

And lavishes kisses in showeis 
On tbejSarth, till the Gray-board’s young darling 
stands 

All dressed in her bridal flowers! 

And there’s nothing so dainty-sweet in life, 

As to kiss the Mo id glowing and tendt^r, 

Till the heart of ih(* "V^^fc giveth up in the strife. 
Full-flowering in Love’s sph ndor. 


A CTIALNT. 

Farth like a Lover poor and low 
Feasts on Night’s queenly lieauty now; 
Whilo I, with burning heart and brow, 
Awake to weep for thee, Love ! 





m 


Tho Bpaikgled glorlee of the Night, 

!rbe Moon that w|i>lkB in Bolt, white light, 
Those cannot win my clmriii^d sight. 

Or lure a thought froiu tiioe, fiove ! 

thinking o’er the short, sweet hour. 

Our hearts drank up hore’e growtJi of power, 
And simaniA’d us m Eden’s uower, 

Wlien T was blest witli thee, T-K>ve ! 
There hum’d no beauty on the trees. 

There woke no song of biids or bees, 

But Ibovo’s Clip for ns held no lees. 

And I was blest with thee, Lo\e. 

Then grand and golden fancies spring 
From out my heart on sph ndid wing. 

Like Clirybalis from Life’s wintering,— 

Burst bright and summeringT^ , Love ! 
And as a (’liiet of battle lost 
C\)ililts, and recounts bis stricken host. 

Stands tearful Memory making most 

Of all that’s toucht with thee. Lore. 

]'*(»rchance in Pleasure’s brilliant bower 
Thy heart may halt forgot Love’s power. 

But at this btill and starry hour 

Does it not turn to me, Xiove ? 

O, by all pangs for thy sweet sake, 

In my deep love tby heart-thirst slake. 

Or, all-too-full, my heart must break * 

Break ' break ! with loving thee, Love! 


SONG. 

O jfAY thy hand in mine, dear I 

We’re'growing old, we’ro growing old ; 

But Time bus hronght no sign, dear, 

That hearto grow oold, that hearts grow cold 
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’Tis long, long since our new love 
Mtkdo life divine, made life divine; 

But age eurichoth. true love. 

Like noble wine, like noble wine. 

And lay thy check to mine, dear. 

And take thy rest, and t«i.kc thy rest; 

Aline arms urontid the*' twine, dear. 

And make thy nest, and make thy nest. 

A many earon are pressing 

On this dear head, on this dear head ; 

But Sorrow’s hands in blesKing 
Are burely laid, are surely laid 

O loan thy life on mine, dear * 

’Twill shelter thee, ’twill slwdtcr thee. 

Thou wert a wiubomo Aiiie, do^ir. 

On luy young tree, on my young tree 

And so, till boughs aie leafless. 

And $^ng*-bir& flown, and Song-birds flown 

We’ll twine, than lay ns, griefl*Mss, 

Together down, together down. 


ENGIiAJSTB GOES TO BATTLE. 

Now, glory to our Englaml. 

Ae 'diori^s, calm and grand, 

Witii the ancient spirit in her eyes, — 

The good Sword in her hand ’ 

Our royal right on battle-ground. 

Was aye to bear the brunt 
Ho! bravo heart * for one ]>assionato bound 
And take thy place in front * 

Now glory to our England, 

As she rises, calm and grand, 

Witii the ancient spirit in her eyes'— 

The good Sword in her hand ! 



'EKQXiiLHD GOES TO 

Who wonld not fight lor England? 

Who would not fling a life 
I’ the ring, to meet a Tyrant’s gage. 
And glory in tlie ife ? 

Her atem. is thorny, l>nt ilo'-t hurst 
A glorious Host* .i-top ’ 

Arid shall our dear Uo*^e wither? First 
We’ll drain life’s dearest drop * 

Who w^ould not fight for England ? 

Who w^iuld not fling a life 
I’ the ring, to mtset a Tyrant's gage. 
And gloiy in the strife? 

To battle goes our England, 

All as gallant and as gay 
As Iawoi* to the Altar, on 
A laeixy inarri ige day 
A weary night she stootl to watch 
The hattle-dawn up-ioil’d , 

And Iki spirit loa^>s within, to matoh 
The nohlo deeds of old. 

To hatth' goes oar England, 
x\]l as gallant and os gay * 

As lover to the Altar, on 
A merry marriage*day. 

Now, fair befall our England, 

On hex piond and perilous road 
And v> oe and wad to those who make 
Her foot-prints rod with blood * 

Up with onr red*cross banner, —roll 
A thunder-peal of drums * 

Fight on theie, every valiant soul. 

And courage ^ England comes ! 

Now fair befall our England, 

On hor pioud and perilous road : 
And woo and wail to those who make 
Her foot-prints red with bipod 1 







Now, victory to ourJRnglimd^ 

And where’er ehe lifts her hand 
In ]«rccdom’s fight, to riecue Right, 

God bhfifc tJio ikar Old Laud ' 

And whtti the bloi m has pass’d away. 

In gloiy and in calm, 

May she sit down i’ the green a’ the day. 
And sing her pcaeoiul tisalm ^ 

Now, victory to oui hwgiand ' 

And whiie’er she litts her h\nd 
In Freedom's light, to rescue Hi^ht, 

God Mess th( dear Old Land' 
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DEDICATION. 


TO 

WILLIAM SnilLING, ESQ., OF KEIIl, M P. 

FOE PEETH 


Mt dear Sir, 

I VENTURE to inBcrlbo this book with your namo; 
but for you it might not have been written. It 
falls short of what 1 haU thought to accomplish in 
my plan ; nor do 1 print from any wish of mine to 
|>ubliBh hafltily. But the truth is, 1 have had to 
stand siege in “ Craigerook Castle.** Surrounded 
by hosbilo circumatunces* ita defence has been a 
tight ^*fe, foot by foot^ and day by dayw 
also, has death boon amongst the little 
striking his silent blows We are 
capitulate, — I trust, on no 
although we may not marob out 
and pac.ui of anticipation''s triumph. 

I pray you acoept of this second effort os my 
best for the time being. In other ycRrs, God 
willltig, 1 may win a touch more certoin, and A 
larger icach. upon a harp of tensor strings 
I am, 111 ^ dear Sir, 

liespcctfully yours, 

GERALD MASSEY. 
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Lifb is at most a Meeting and a Parting ; 

A glimpse into tbo world of Might-have-been, 
And standing rapt on somo new-trodden height, 
W e long to build a tabernacle there. 


A sudden glorious glimpse, a nestling face, 

Will bid the kingly moment live for e\er. 

Ah, could wo paint their picture in the mind, 
And breathe the blessed breath of Beauty back ! 


So inook and shadowy, bringing 
While Angels wolkiour garden of 
How on a summer mom the de^ ISjlfeiB'' 

In sunny England kist us with the f^cath / ^ 
Of their green mouths, and took us in cool 
Or, jn a wondrous Moonlight long ago, * 

The lace of early Love upturned to us 
Two human stais that swam in bridal di w , 


With brow of viigin white, and duLks iiarm 
touch; 

The full heart's sweetness paiting young red li|)(S ; 
And, oaugl^by sweet surprise o’ the tender tlmO| 
Our Oegty imlf fbi^t her veiling cloud. 

And pure soul all in silent beauty smiled. 



So Memoiry makoth rich the Iiouro of life, 

Wher^ our j^eatniouietitb c )nie as gorgeous; 
At Fancy b toneh the vvalld 'with niotuies bloOiQi 
Axi^roby rccolieotiQnb use aiuuua 

Eiven 90 T linger o’er iny perf ct d , 

Whose iruitiul round oi ripe i nd i lowdt d life 
In its sole gloiy sum nit d a goldt n igt , 

Whose stiircd precijnt itt swt (tt nb ill ni^ days , 
Whoso whiRpoiing nn inory conn th like an air 
Of hoa^lpi wafting wiiiiii luimortiil brivilh , 

Then idsWs mt boitly as the Omc of Day, 

That'shakes down dewfi of freshnu^s as it goes 


IX. 


In that sweei season wh«9i the Year is gieen, 

And hearts grow^ mctry as bprmg-giovcb lull of 
birds, 

WIuls Itle for pleasure ripples as it runs , 

And i&l^rth putteth foith thr lovely things 

^ heon ureojaxing thioogh long winter 



r-tida in a golden swiin, 

. t singing ioi the flooding chotr , 
andflbjmt eluthtd in t< ndcr It if, 
JhdWer alter sHowei, out-sniile a livelier j^t < n, 
^ With dainty eo|<n7 the kindling c ountry tiawus , 
Death lit til low'^ hiB hidden lootpiints bloom , 
/tTpon hih grive Lite dances all lu fl ivvers 
Anti lying shtll-like on onr shoio o’ tlu world, 
Tiiinking to uiusie pi lycd by hidden hands, 

'Wc aie eaught up to listening eii of Heaven, 
That loaneth down xuatt mal nietk to hear 
Our mill 1 umrxnim of the < tt mal sea * 

Theft Ciaigerook ^ts its budding glory On 








An emerald lidon nestling in the I^orth * 

To which the mariner worn on life*8 ealt waT^t * 
Might point hie prow and find a conqueror's hofee; 
And storm-tost tovo-up-lbld his woariod wingt|i 
Warm on tlie bosoiti oi lueUilluous Host. 


A happy island in a »oa of green, 

Smiling it lies beneath the a/uro heaven, 

Well pleaded, and conbcious that each wave and 

wind 


Is tempered kindly or with blessing rich: a* 

And all the quaint cloud-mosseiigcrs thi^t roltve 
Voyaging the blue glory’s sniumer sea 
In barks of bmaty, built o' the powdery pearl. 
Soft, shining, eumfttqons, blown by languid breath, 
Toueh tenderly, or drop *with ripeness down. 
Spring faiihls her I(%-fy nest for birds and dowers. 
And folds it round UiXuriant m the Vine 
W'how* gi apt 8 are ripe wiljh Winfe of merry chocr 
The Summer bums*fiei^ xie|iost incense there, 
Swung from the censers of her thousand flowers 
Tlrow.t j'lutnmn comes o'er Seas of glorious ^Id T 
And there old Winter keeps some gipe^th of heart, 
W hun un his head the snoWS BigS are white* 

Mid glimpsing greenery a4 the MU-fbol slhiiidll 
The <*astl<* with its tjiny town «of townrsi ‘ ' 

A smiling Martyr to the climbing strength 
Of l\y tliat will crown the old bald head, ' 
And Rost 8 that will mask him meriy and you^. 
Like an old Man writh Children round his Kiieesr. 
With cu|iH of color reeling Boses rise 
On w’allh and hushes, red and yellowr ami wdiite; 

A duiico and da^islc of Bostub range all rouml. 


The path rune dowm flhd poe}is out in the lane 
That loiters on by fields of wheat and bean, 
9fiJl the whitqrgleauiing road wdiids city-w avd. 
Afer, in floods of sunshine blinding w'hitc, * 
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^ « 

*£116 Oity lioth in. its quiet pride. 

With castlod orawn^ looking on Towns and Sbir^« 
And £i!ni8 from wmeli cloud-higblands oUmb 
heavens. 

A happy thing in glory smdeS the Firth ; 

Its flowmg azure wuiduig like an aim 
Around the warm waist of the yielding hind. 


III. 

X Ifcoas betimes upon my day of days; 

Thioijigh faery forests of the lady fern, 

VV^ent up the wooded height to see the Dawn, 

That new, eternal Picture fresh from God, 

Quicken and color into perfect bfe. 

Quietly, quietly slept the world beside 
The sepulchre of the dark, till Light awoke. 

The Imiiiiting spuit of each lonely pla^e 
Seemed passing through the still and solemn wood. 
What breath oi life the breeze of morning blew * 
What ^wy smell and after sense of showers 
Came Hlssiisg like rich airs from secret shores 
To those ivho sail into the eternal daw n ’ 

Bird after bird the sweet sharp stillneb-^ stiricd, 

As Barth were wurbling some ntw tun< ol joy 
With which her heart gusht, and its rudiaiu o hrod 
Her face, as she arrayed to meet tlic mom. 

The nuH'k and melting amethyst of dawn 
Blusht o’er tbs blue hills in the ring o* the world ; 
iJn purple twilights camo the goldtn sea t 

Ol sunlight breaking in a silent sargt ; 

And Morning like the birth oi Bc<iufcy rdso, ^ 
With sunny lutisic up the sparkling heaven. 

While, at a rosy touch, the clouds that lay 
In sullen purples round the hills of Fife, / 
Adown her pathway spread their cloalm of gpld i 
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Tho pllvory-groon-and-violot Sheen o’ the sea 
Channel into shifting opal tinct vrith gold: 

And like an Alcliymist with furuace-face, 

The sun smiled on his 2 )erfi‘ct work, pure gold. 

The breath of Dawn brought God’s good-morning 
kiss 

To bud and loaf and flower, and human hearts 
That like pond-lilicH open lu^ucnward eyes. 

Hwoct lilies of tlie valley, tremulouH fair, 

PcN'iJ through their-curtains claspt with diamond 
dew 

By faery jowcllers working whilo they slept; 

The arch rjahunium droops her budding gold 
From emerald Angers, with such taking grace: 

The Fuflchia fires her fairy cliandelry, 

An<l flowi'ring Currant crimsons tlie green gloom : 
Tlui J’auhios, pretty little puritans, 

Como peering up with merry elvish eyes : 

At Sumiiier's cadi the Lily is alight * 

WalI-Ilow(^rs in fragrance burn Siemselvcs away 
"With Tlie sweet Season on her precious pyre; 

Pure pafr.siouate aromas of tlie Rose, 

And purple perfume of the Jlyaeinth, 

Couie like a color thro" the goldmi day. 

A suminin' soul is in the Limes ; they Stand 
Low muniuiriug honied things that wing forth 
J3(‘ '•a ; 

Their busy whispc'rings done, the Plane-trees hush! 
But lo, a warm wind winnowing odor-rain 
Goes breathing by, and tliore they curtsey meek. 
Or toss their locks in frolic wantonnohs, 

Whilo a great gust of joy ruus shivering thro’ 
, them; 

All the leav<‘S thrill and sparkle wild as wings. 
Voluptuously rijKJuing in th(' sun, 

Tho Meadows swell their hosom plump \\ith life. 
To pasturo sanntiTing stioep, and ruminant kino ; 
ti Ana KingciM spread their tiny laps to take 
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The lavish largess showered doTvn from heaven ; 
And) gamering the ^arm gold, nod and laugh. 

The mrds low-crooning o’er their sweet bpringf* 
tunes 

Still touch thorn with a riper luxury : 

That Blackbird with the wine of joy is mellow, ' 
And in his Bong kecjis laughing, he b so .loily, 

To think how summer pulps the fruit for him. 

His Apple*tree hath felt Die ruddying breath 

Of May upon her yielding leafy 

And broke in kisses tremlifing for delight; 

Look how her red heart blushes warm ui white I 
l>eOp after doop the ^nerous heart of Spring, 

So golden-full of glad days, flushi in bloom, 

Ripe with all sweetnoss. 

Crown us, lusty le^ues* 

Shako down your gathered coulnettf., O gri*en 
leaves! 


IV. 

At Craigcrook Castle all a Summer day 
We had rich tiilk and sweet society, 

To flouting hiled with bright Olympian life. 

Under tho tender trees we ‘^at, .lud uab lit 
All nature couched in a laliu day-ilream; 

The rich World in lier hluoiniiig airy nest, 
Warm-bninishing her colors like a Bird 
O' the bun, to soar on silent wings of light; 

And Heaven brooding down with guhieu eye, 
Where buulight, seeking hidden Shadow, toucht 
Tho green lodvos all a-tremblo with gold light, 

And rippled gniss carc«»bed us with its smiles 
While One wlioso looks were mild as they had 
drawn * 

, A^hrist-like sweetness iVoin the face of Babosr"^. 
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His btow the triumph-arch of rdyal soul — 

A Prodigal of Freedom w hose great heart, 

Big as tlio wcjrld it hoods wdth wealtli to-day. 

Must eat to-morrow of the Straugrr's husks —— 
Prometheus on Ins rock of o\ilo — told 
The Tlsion passing solemn thro' his soul. 

Ah ’ how tliev dr,ink the breath of Battle, woir 
Its swartliy bloom, those mdrits fiury-hne! 

O, gallant hearts, how stalwarlly they stood; 

How fought tlie faithful, how the deathless died ! 
And there in saviour sepulchres they sleep, 
Crowned with the diadem o' the kiitgl^ Dead ; 
Green gra^ es on earth) — high memorii^ in heaven. 
And how the night came down with tn.unery 
vdavk, 

But redd< ned nith the light of burning homes. 
That lit the Hangman while lie knit his nooh<e . 
Then bileneo, at the liuah of Death, abo\c ; 

Nought but a ghastly Golgotha bidow. 

And U, but hearts llew out, like Freeilom's bird, 
To flap their m ings upon the flag o/ war. 

And nerco looks llastit, and prayers went up to 
God, 

In fiery\h i riots of our fervent hearts. 

And i >i*s wore frenzied with noble tears to seo ' 
That k\ik‘ b^ the hountls of torture traekt; ‘ 

Wlio, while they tore liis btricken life, still drank 
His cup of trcmldiug, smiling very ealm. 

Fight on, thou Hero ! Heaven’s glooming look 
Frowns only on the wrong. This dark shall Ineak 
In rosurroction hour. The chariot wheels 
Of coming Vengeance spin too swift lor sight. 

The Nemesis ofN itions only w'uits, 

Until the glass of Destiny runs out, 

To wako t^ Murderers with her whip of flic. 
Caught by the hair in sudden hands of Hell! 
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WhQ6 in a ruddy rain old Rarth laughs up. 

O, ^ shall SQO a sighl: England's sun 

6k>e8 dourn behind her hills of gatbercd gold * 

The time of tho yotir ot ^ oar« is nigh * 

"When Sparing’s young hojic** lie d«Md, and her 
sweet buds 

Are lOFW in the dust, our Autumn fruitage comes. 
Princes shall meit thee in tliv Country's gate ; 

Tho !E^nntt yet shall <iow n tn r t<i]iinoKt height, 
And all the world shall see It waving tluro. 


In’ tho green quiet of a neighboiiug knoll 
There sat and sang a beauteous comping , 

Surging a soul-aidio of dulleiousiu'sH. 

AuuiiLEA with the i*oyal eyw, anrl hroast 
Bounding with hurraing heart, wa\e-wauton, for 
A ripe repow* on some S^sian shoie 
A glorious passion-llowor of Womanhood 
Come, golden-natured, to its suniuier throne . 
llpr eyes, the stars of burning dreams, sd rapt 
The spirit moth-like for their fire, you might 
Have gone to death by sword-bglit for tlioir smile, 
And sullen beauty of her mouth’s ripe bloom. 

^nd Maukij, saintly sw eet and fairily lino 
As maiden rising from one hanted mt^ro ; 

Pale as a lily crowned witli moonlight calm ; 

A queenly ert ituro with her quiet grace. 

And daz/ling white hand Veined ceruliMn . 

U pon her warm-waved hair the rippled li^ht 
Pmyed soft, and toncht it into cloudy gold ; 

Her eyes of violet-gray were colored rich 

With gloom of tender thought, and miirored large 

Within them, starry futures swam and shone: 

Ah ! wha%a smile to light a life with light, 
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And make the waking heart to sing in sleep *. ; r 
Ah I what a lamp to light some heaven of lovey 
The perfect pearl of Jier Htar^-purity ! 

And stsitely Chabmian with her grander calm, 

Like a Cireek (hKldess 8tatae that had revised 
The veil of beiiif^ in i^ome diviner dawn, 

And yearning hove did vroo her into Woman, 

Ilis hnrninn kis6 bnddiiig her dainty rose ; 

With merry moiling mouth and Subtle eyes, 

And warm heart smiling ho:^ white silence through^ 
Shu rose up in lior crown the Queen of Smiles 
With all the old majesty, unwoeting of 
The old worship conscious hearts iii silence {lay ; 
Our Knglish vesture cannot mask her mould. 

Above ln*r brow tlie star of Genius shod 
A tender radiance in her night of hair. 

And She, v\itli dauinng sparkle in h(*r eyes, 

Jjike sun-kist waters twinkling Siijtplitrine, 

Onr Si<KR£*^s with whose soul the Spirits walk : 
Who told strange mysteries in W'akiiig Slemi, 

And held your hand and read your Book of life; 
Whose pruseiico weirdly took the throbbing heart 
Bird-like, as it were caught in spirit-hands ; 

Whoso visioned face would shine so glorltied. 

You lookt with heavenward instrnct up to sec 
Wlicnce came such beauty as brake thro’ BuphacVs, 
dream. 

They sang those wailing old Scotch songs that sot* 
The hoart-strings all a-tremble for their narp: 
Irnwhicii melodious Passion breaks its lieart 
For evermore, and finds no spousal words. 

And crossing in the niusu- 1 > airy storm. 

Spirit with spirit boucht in tingling kiss ; 

'fill every nerve stretcht like a tclescopi* 

F*>r Life to draw the mo\ ing heavou down. 



lOO 


CBA1€M:»00K €^ST1«B, 


VI. 

Sous placed 4l»t bowt^ ujum tlio yuhot sward, 
Andaran^ old alo with ruby flamo in it, 
WhotoarnOiy Jatirels ti-vinkUd bilvor Ji^ilits ; 

WhUd otbots traced the footpiintb of old Time, 
Lojl4;t*i&a&iUKed : aome by the Sea — *“hat glowed 
1^ living aj&ure and inviolate Ctilm — 

I^red in the portal of its wonder-world. 

Wa oltowared playful palms down in tlie patli* 
And deckt with dowers the marriasfc-robo of One 
Who brought his boautcHius Biido in triumph 
home ; 

A jolly Briton, piineoly to the poor. 

Hi& rich heart-waiiuinj 5 ruiidmcb*} of look 
Might make an t ast wind reel oil* tucUo'w .uid intld : 
tlo HiiuDily his inner ripenct^s smiled ^ 

And sLilwait stood tiie sheltering n.ill of his life, 
For elnnbmg flower and fruit to bud and bear. 

Her fragrant weigld of warm and i^sy life, 

That dwined with tender want of folding arms. 
Hall-sad with sweitness like a dew-druopt fluwir. 
Stirs in his sinde and rises ruddy and calm, 

With breath that makeih dim his dallying eyes : 

A young Aurora of warm womanhood 
'Olowlng imperial as the sun-toiiclit Hose * 

Her eyes wide-wakened by Love’s quickening 

kiss,— 

Swoet-di unken with the wine of tears, — f<»rcshow 
How Love hath hived his honey in her heart 
And there they walk their rosy marriage time. 
With gracious words that bright! n listening htows 
lake crowns of splendor, as the first pair walkt 
Their morning of tbo world in paradise. 

Our Poet, Pubons, langht at Weddod Lovo, 

And drew a piteous picture of our friend 
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Tn harness, drawing tlio matrimonial oar, 

Ifeavily ladm, along tho ral^ qf life. 

But ill his voice there lilse^ a thirsty sound. 

As wlu'n the dry rustle Ibr the sain. 

AV ith longing eyes he inockt the giotrix^ grapes. 
And six weeks alter held out eager han£, 

To take the bonds that hind for evermcir^: 

And quietly joined tlie Iierd of pisturod Slaves, 
AVbero nuplul Lo\o through sweet tears on him 
Bmilea. 

Up spoke our Host. A sunny life was his 
Among his children, breathing bluoms of h^Uh, 
Ho, like a rennet Apple wrinkle-ripe, * 

Hived full of swo<*tjiefas, fiMgrunt to the taste, 

Tho’ Sorrow's tootii should stiike the brave heart's 
erne. 

He li.id tho happy soul which, like the Bee, 

Books uitli delight upon a thistlo-top, 

Or iinds voluptuous honey on wild moors. 

And cheerily he chirpt ol AViddcd Love, 

And Home our refuge from the mad-world-striL, 
Whore wo iii.iy keep the spirit-sandals clean, 

We boil so on our treadnidl of a world ; 

And opt n heaven In the sliut-up heart: 

Whorc^ lovo may help us haiul-m-ljand aCroSB 
Thu dark stream of Kternity, as lafo t 

On starry Ht<'pping-btones goes ii]> to God. 

Just now the Flower of HliigLind made a orowm 
To garland whoredom's apothoosis ; 

BaveUing, with unhallowed light of eyes, 

Up<jii ilu' Wanton's glance, and wickeil grace, 

All honeyed w ith warm w itchcry of iSin : 
j Circe enchanted with lewd sorct'rics 
That slide intathe whitest sanctuaries; 

Befoul the palace-chambers prcoious-lined, 

An<l canker all the Airgin flower of life 
I' the delicate sweetness of its budding tihne 1 
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Ab.! ik DpuAde him tUYn to liis dear nest, 
And|RKiiUL 41 y jwn o’er his sweet marriage gaeift. 
Who hubdo their little world so bright witbldiSe, 
It God’s angels blesMiig-laden do'wn. 

And AS he spoke, the do id flowers in our hearts 
Ail pressed and mlv^cious, softly stirred uith life; 
BmOmed on oar brows, and shod a fragrance round. 

Jjx sUenoe sat our Crimean IXoto, ho ^ 

Who told os how they fought at lukcmiaim 
His hteart swam ap in tears at thoughts of Home, 
the noAijr and raOk of Battle o\cr and gone, 

!No iho^ surprises in the bloody trench, 

>Where midn%ht swarmod with visions horrible. 
And earth was like a fiery coast of hell ^ 

All that long aching wintriness of soul, 
Warm-melted m tho arms of Wedded Lo\o, 

That drew him from the bloody battlo-prcss, 

And olaspt linn safe in their serene ot heaven, 
Whore J\ist and Future crown him as they kiss* 
And With dumb eloquence liis poor armstump 
moved, 

As it were dreaming of a dear embrace. 


VII. 

A siLViBRED Sago like some old pictured Saint, 
Smilingljy took tho crucial hand of Doubt, 

And thrust stern fingers in liis snirit-wuinids , 
And toldjia how bo hunted shadows oneo, 

And felt liis spiritual pulse ten times a day, 
With thoughts of Sell fatal as IltTod’s worms. 
And hbw the Child rose up and led the ^lan 
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* They wroueht in faith,’ and not * They imught 
In doubt, 

1b the proud ^itaph iuBoribed abote 

Our glorious Doaii who m their grandeur lie. 

Crowned with tho garhind of eternity. 

Because they did believ(», and conquered Ponbt, ^ 
They livt^ groat livens and did their deathless ddi ^4 
Who in tho old time walkt their' perilous "way, 
With the grey hairs of kingly sorrow crowned: 
Who laid their heads upon tho bloody block 
For their hist pillow - who amid ihe 
Boro witness still, and wltli their quiverin^^ 

SowtKi every wind with sparks of fiery thou^l 
Because they did believe, wo kneel to road 
Where men and angels mingle tears of joy. 
Because he did lielieve, Coliiini)us sailed 
For that new world his inner e;yes had seen. 

Ho found BO Faith its new 'worlds jet shsll find, 
While Doubt shakes its wise ho<ul an<l staj ^ behind. 
Newton believe <l for many a year before 
The Hand in llea\en shook the apple down. 
Beoaudo we ha\e believed, our km>vvledg«' eoiiies . 
Belief, not Doubt, will touch tlie secret spring. 
Belief is that soul-attitud<* which sees 
How the pure distance of some infinite sea 
Believes trie dark ground of our inland life, 

.And feels the fresh spray make its roses hloom. 

But Doubt turns from the light, and only sees 
The ^adow that it casts, and follows it; 

For Doubt is ever its own Deity : 

The Shadow still dilates on darkened ejes, 

And Icngtiiens as tho awful night comes down 


“ Life is a masse, but God i’ the centre there sits. 
I wailed and wandered in the winding ways ; 
Against tho thorns with bleeding bosom lieat, 
And rainly shouted to the passing stars. 

^ose sUont spirit-vanisliing points of space, — 
That voyaged Ship^liko on nor'saw my wreck. 
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T flhfiekt 6 ut with tlie scornera?/ There's no God! * 
Sat on the womb o* the world tike Babe unborn, 
And btindlj said, * There* is no life to come/ 

Then my Beloved camo and drew mo in 
A'little i]|iearer to the htai t of lights 
A lightning-glimpHe from out tlio cloud of Death 
&tem reflation rifted, and I fell 
Prono on my face, lit*art-broken in the dust. 

Dor vase of love was bri>kon at my fe<‘t. 

And all the precious perfume filhvi my life. 

^ &c|d^b|ed thro’ the dark a still voice Io'm <ind sweet' 
but climb the tnni of prayer, and 

And wait, the liord will surely p.iss that way,’ 
And down a dream of peace a spirit hand 
Slid into mine, and at its dewy tone h 
Kvi^tenco m« Ik'd in the dawning hoaveii. 

And human fl )wcring ot divine delight. 

It ltd me tt» my kn cUrig-placc among 
Tlio pilgrims of the woild vilio ^ uiglit in \aiii. 
And cloll'd their c;^(s in tcar«i, to Muldt uly find 
God sitting 111 ills temple of the s^ul ” 

A soul of sweetness from oacli wrinkle smilt d * 
There was a strange glory in the old IMan's eyt'S, 
Which Vi ith Life’s setting splendor, shone a-glow, 
Xiil^ uindows liglittd in a sinking sun 
That paints f lir morrow. Pleasiiut was tho sight. 
For he had reac lit the sinning bunset Tdes 
That fade into the eternal Heavens, and Lo * 

The Desper of a happy memory smiles. 


viir 

Now Sunset burns. V sea of gold on fne 

Seronclv surges around purple isles 

O’er billows and flame-furrows Day goes down. 

’ ^^’ar-'watching clouds with ruby glimmer bloom ; 
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A scattered d^ts fa^ ettiU vreiir? 

The Bplondid Hgbi and life of eomd bravo (^ow. 
Down Hwarm ni^n the dowers liko silent boes. 

Ana ((uiot firE^Hir^s ghtteiing in the gross. 

Husht woods grow solomu dark; the bluo peakd 
fade; . 

Weird mists rise white, and gracious Twlhgut 


comes. 

Sweet is the mystery of her lovoUnoss ; 
And all things tool her dim divinity. 


“ Now for a rouse within the house^ and there 
Siiake oif the purple sadness of the night,’’ 

Cried one . “ Oomc let us a Sympoaium hold, 

And each one to the banquet bring their best 
In song or story ; all shiill play a part.” 

So, raptuousiy wo hailed lord o’ the least, 

Our great Messiah in Midwifery, IIo 

Who wreetltHl with the fiend of corporal 2)aiij, 

Andshinds al>ove the wiithing xXgony, 

Like Michael with the Dr.igou 'math his heel: 
Who 18 in soul — IjO\c riding on a Lion , 

In body — a Laeciiub crowned with liead of Juve 
The keen life looks out in liis lighted face 
So fulgent that the gazer’s brightens too : 
lie grandly towers above our jumc an<l fret, 

Like the old Hills whose feet are in the surge. 

And on their lifted brows the eternal calm : 

For he is one of those pro}>hetic spirits 
That are the World’s night-dreams of things to 
eoin<*. 

And tliu 8 ho broacht our garrulous Hippocreiie; 
And round and round the chalice went till morn. 
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Tui: MoriifMrs idol broken 


I. 


TviriCE the Mother had di\cd down 
Into her sui of sorrow , 

O my lo\( * O my lile^ my own awoit Wife ' 

God send you a, imirv ^o jd-niorrow 
Betide her weal, or b«'tid« lier woe, 

Hor smile jt was calm and feailess; 

And proud w ert h< r * yob as slie rose witli the prize, 
A pearl m her j^alms, uiy peeilebs ' 

O found ^oii a little sci-syren, 
fn sime peiilous palace Iclt ^ 

Or 18 it a little < hild-nn^el, 

01 her hij^li born kin bereft ^ 

Or c line she out ot the Elfin land, 

By earthly lo\e f 

Or hath the bweet Spirit ol Beauty 
T'aken shape .us our stariy Child ^ 

Dear, do but look in her loYo-m si of sweets, 

Win IV she lies in a smilino; calm • 

Wee nmlul oi fruitage , a bheal of ripe bliss; 

On a bosom breathing balm 
Frebh ns the drop of dew cradled at morn, 

On the haves of a lily in blossom ; 

Swes t as the fia^anco iiewl^V born 
In a violet’s virgin bobom* 
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II. 

Ooi>’& ButterUy on onr love’s Ilower aliglit* 

It soemoth the boautifnl thing, 

At tho first surmise of the beiivtm she hath loft, 
For tUo 'wintoriess world will 'iMng. 

So wo fold her about with our lo\o tis ’tworc heaven 
uVround her weave many a ilo, 

And our hearts un-leap, living fountains of joy ; 
In the golden dream of her smile. 


III. 

On my ripely rounding Ko&e-troo, 

Breaming of lif* are thr(*o llowers ; 

One pusheth tip her ruby-rose-cup, 

For the rain of God’s f|iitokening showers. 
"With a nLae]€*al burst of beauty, one glows 
^ Bowily-d^r in the sheem pf love ; 

An«l one pretty Softling, our baby-bud-rose, 
Lies tenderly shut in the green ol lo^c. 


IV. 

O FAIR befall my dainty flowers. 

Summering on their stem ; 

Smiling iip to crowning Rose, 

As she smileth down to them. 

Imiling up to tlieir Queen in her beauty, 
That'' (nnilefr on each bonny broasb-gcm; 
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BlossominKf brimming 'vrith lovo Ibr hor 
Who leans ruddy Tritti loye over ^em I 
O fair beluU my dainty flovrore, 

HummOring on their stem. 

And O the nrniful of rich lovo, 

My fragrant human Kosos! 

Smile on tliem all, sweet IIoa\on, 

And kiss my darling llosos. 


V. 

There bo throe little maidens; three loving maid¬ 
ens; 

Throe bonny maidens mine ; 

Throe proca>iis jewels are set in Life’s crown. 

On prayer-lifted browh to sliino. 

Six starry eyes, all love-luminous, 

Look out of our heaven so tender; 

Since the honey-muon, glowing and glorious, 

\ v/Nco in its ripening splendor. 

There’s Lily bell, duchesHof wonderland. 

With her dance of life, dimples and curls; 
Whose bud of a mouth into red kisses bursts 
A-sniilo with the wanton white pearls : 

And SwectcLeck, our rosily-goldening peach 
On the sunniest side o’ the wall; 

But Marian's Mothdi**s darling, 

Marian’s idol of all. 


vr. 

Like the merry voiee-bird, that sings on tlio bough, 
I sing, O my brooding Dove, 

To a nest I know in the leaves below, 

Full of eyes alive with love. 

12 
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Two of our little Birds waTider on wings^ 
One doth but flutter tod fall; 

Sing, Marian Moth^'s wee darling, 
Marian's Idol of all. 


VII. 

All in our marriage garden 
Grew, smiling up to God, 

A bonnier flower tlian ever 

Suckt the green w.iimth of the sod. 

O beautiful unfatlioinahly 
Its little life unfurl d; 

Life’s crown of sw (»etni«48 w is our woo 
White Hose of all the world. 

From out a gracious bosoTu, 

Our bud of be.iuty giew ; 

It fed on snulos for .sunshine. 

And tetos for daintier dew. 

Ayst nestling warm and tendc^rly, 

Our leaves of love wen" ciiih d 

So close and close about our woo 
White Kose of all the woild. 

Two flowers of gloiious ciimson 
Grow with our Hose i»f light; 

Styi kept the sweet lieaien-giufted slip 
iler whiteness Aaiiitlj white. 

I” the wind of life thty danood with gleo, 
And reddened as they w hilled , 

White, white and wondrous grew our woo 
White Hobc of all the world. 

With mystical faint fragrance. 

Our house of life sh*‘ lillotl — 
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Bovcalcnl oach hour muno fUiry towc*p, 

WlioTo Mrin^d (lopos mi^ht builil. 

Wc saw —tliougli none liko us mi|;lit fleo-— 
Snoh pptsoiuus pPumise poailod 

Upon the p<‘ittl8 of our wee 
iiVhito J^ose of all tlio world. 

But o\orinoro the halo 

Of \n,^el-light increased ; 

Like the niystery of Vfoonlight, 

1’hat fold** some faiiy feast. 

Snl>^^-white, mow-soit, snow-silently, 

Oup <larliiig bud np-ourled, 

Aii*l dropt i’ the Gra\e — (iofl’s lap — oiir wrvQ 
White Hose of all the woild. 

Our Rose -was hut in hlos'^ )m ; 

Our life Avas hut in spiiui; ; 

When down the solemn mahiight 
We heard the S])ivits Mug. 

“ Another hud of iiifaiicv, 

• ■ 

With holy d*‘'WH nupcarled ; ” 

And in thi'ir hands they bore our weo 
White RobO of all the world. 

Yon eearee could think so small a thing 
(’'ouhl leave a loss so large , 

Her little light such shadow ding. 

From dawn to sunset’s’marge. 

In other hprings our life may Ikj 
T n liannevcd bloom unfurled ; 

But m\er, never fliatch our weo 
White Kobo of all the world 
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VIII. 

This is a curl of our poor ** Splendid’s ” hair * 

A sunny burst of rare and ripe youiij^ gold— 

A ring of sialess gold tliat weds il^o worlds ! 

Our one thing left with her dour life in it. 

Poor Wiserb ! o’er it socreLly we sinn 
Our littlo sa\ings Iioardtnl up in Jleavtn,— 

Our rich lovo-thougiits heart-hid to doat upori,i— 
An<l glimpse our lost lieaien in a Hood of tears. 

A magic ring, through which fond borrow reads 
Of strange heart-histories, and conjures up 
A vanisht face, with its sweet spint-siuilea, ^ 
Babc-wonderings, and little tcudi'r ways. 

At birth her hair w as dark as it were dipt 
In the death-shadow ; hut it rai'ciied 
Jn radiance as her head rose nigher Hoa^^on, 

• Till she—white Glory!—^lookt from a golden 
midst. 

This is her still face as she lay in death ! 

Spirit-like face ' set in a silver cloudy 
tt oomoB to US in silent glooms of night; 

The w eo wan lace that gradually withdrew 
And darkened into the great cloud of death. * 

O yo who say, “We have a Child in heaven ; ” 
Who ha\e ielt that dcsolah* isolation sharp 
Defined in Death’s own face; who have sti^od be- 
fiude 

The Silent llivor,. and strctclit out pleading hands 
For some sweet Babe upon the other bank, 

That went forth whejre no human hand might load, 
^Vnd loft the sliut house with no light, no sound, 
No answer^ when the mourners wait without! 
.What we have known, ye know, and only know. 
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THIS HOtmtR’li' |S>OL' 

She came lilte April, who with tender gra^ 

Smiles in Earth’s face, and sets upon her hreast 
The bud of all her glory yet to come, 

Then bursts in tears, and hikes her sorrowful 
leave. 

She brought us Eflen just within the space 
Of the dear depths of her liirco, droam-liko eyes, 
And o%'r tlie vjsta dropt the doatb-\eil dark. 

She only catiglib three woi'ds of human speech : 

One for her Mother, one for mo, and one 
She crowed with, for the Helds, and open Heaven. 
That laht slie higlu‘d with a swoi't farewell pathos 
A minute ere she left the house of life. 

To oomo for kisses iwjver any more. 

. * 

"Vniite Lily ! how she leaned in love to us ! 

And how we feared a iiaud iiiight reach from 
Heaven 

To pluck our swootesC flower, our loftiest flower 
Of life, that sprang from lowliest r<x»t of love ! 
vSoine tender trouble in her eyes complained ^ 

Of Jute's rude.stream, as blue Forget-me-iiot's ^ 
Look swoet appeal when winds and waters fret. ^ 

' Wo saw, but tearod td^poak of, her stnuigo besuutyv^ 
j\» some husht llird that dare^ nut sing V tlie nl^t, 
Lei^t lurking foe should find its secret place, 

And sfi/o it tliruugh tlie dark. With twin-lctd-^s 
strength 

All eVowded in the softest nestling-touch, 

Wo fenced her r<juu<l — exchanging silent looks. 
We went ai>ont tlio house with listening hearts, 
And eyes that wateht for Danger’s coming stoj;)S. 
Our s]>iritb% felt tlie jShadow ere it fell. 

Then ttve Pliysiciun left our door ajar 
A muinent, and thi> grim thief Death stole in. 

8ume Angel passing o'er lifi^’s troubled sou, ^ 
Had seen our jewel shine ceh'stial pure, 

And Death must win it for her bosom pearl 
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IVe stood at tnidniftht in tho Presence dread. 

At midnight, lYhen Men die, wo strovo with Death, 
To wrench owr jewel from his grasping hand. 
jBre tho soul loosed from its last lodgo of life. 

Her little face peered round witii anxious eyes, 
Tlien, seeing all the old faces, dropt content. 


The mystery dilated in her look, 

AViiich, on the darkening death-ground, faintly 
caught 

The likeness of the Angel «ihining near. 

Her passing soul flasht back a gliinpse of bliss 
8he wss a (*hi1d no more, but strong and stern 
As a mailed Knight that had been grappling 
Death. 

A crown of conquest bound her baby-brow ; 
lha little hands could take tlie heirdom large , 

And all her Childhood’s vagrant ro^ alty 
staid and calm In some eicriiul thi*ono. 

Love’s kiss is sweet, but Do<ith*B doth make im¬ 
mortal. 


The mocnlngs came, with glory-garland on, 

de^k heaven’s assure tent Vith hangings brave ; 
'btooks, and bees, wore Bini;ing in the sun, 
blithe heart breathing bloom into her ku'O, 
!|!wdowers all crowding up like Moinorii's 
Of lovelier life in some lorgiitten world, 

Or dre.ims of peace and l>eauty ^et to eoiue. 

The soft aoutli-brec/ces rookt tho baby-bmls 
In fondling arms iijjon a balmy breast; 

And all was gay as univeisal life 
bwam down the stream that glads thr Cit^ i»f Cod. 
Jtiit we lay dark where Death liad struck us d(»wn 
With that stern blow which made us bleed within, 
And bow while the Inevitable weut l>y. 


And there our Darling lay in coffined calm ; 
Dressed for the grave in raiment like the suow', 
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And o’er her flowed the eternal peace: 

The breathing miradLe into sUenco paseed: 

Never to etretch woo handa, with her dear smilo 
As soft as Htfht-fall on unfolding flowora; 

Never to ^vuke ns crying in tUe night: 

Our little lilndering thing for ever gone, 

In tearful quiet now we might toil on. 

All dim tiie Ihing luRtres motion makes ; 

No Ufe-dow in the sweet cups of her eyes! 

Nought there of our p)or “Sidendid” but her 
brow. 

A young Immortal oamo to ns disguised, 

And in the joy>dance dropt her mask, and fled. 

Tho world w^ont lightly by and heeded not 
Our death-white windows blinded to the sun: 

The licartH that ached within ; the measurelcbs loss; 
Tho Idol broken ; our first tr;yht Death. 

O Life, how strange tby face behind the veil! 

And stranger yet will thy strange mystery soorh^ 
'^Vhen we awahe in detitn and loll our Dream. 

’Tis hard to Solve the sj'cret of tb^ Sphinx ’ 

W e bad a litth* gold Love garnered \ip. 

To bravely robe our Babe! the Mother’s half 
Was turned mourning-raiment for her dead; < 

Aline bought tho first huid wc called ours^HolP 
grave. 

W c were as treasure-seekers in the earth, 

When lo, a death’s-head on a sudden stares. 

Clad nil in spirit-beauty forth she w ent; 

Tier budding spring of life in tiny leaf; 

Jli'i* gracious gold of habe-virginity 
Uniiiinted in uic imagiH of our world ; 

Her faint dawn whitened in the perfect day. 

Our early wede away went back to tJlod, ^ 

Bearing her life-scroll folded, without stiiin, 

And only three words written on it — two 
O ur names 1 Alt, may they plead fur in Heaven ! 
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IX. 

Vert softly hold the Rose, 

Ou thy happy breast that blo^v8 * 

Thus from out my licart there nprang a ilower of 
tender pride. > 

All too IS ild my passion burned: 

For the cooling dews it yearned • 

In my hot hands droopt my gentm flower and died. 

Bo thy glory meekly worn: 

Fairest Trii it is lo-wfiest borne : 
hlino grew high as Life could climb, and arms 
could roach abo\e. 

O, so proudly heaved my breast; 

All the world should boe how blest; 

And the seeing lleaYoos took my lifted lovo. 


X. 

TnrRE is her nest where in beauty smiled 
Our as wc leamnl aboAC; 

And her pleading face asked lor the tonderest place 
In all our world of lovc^ ^ 

Very silent and empty now * yet wo feel 
It rock; and a tiny footfall 
Comes over the floor in the thrilling nigliMiusb, 
And our hearts leap up for the cull 
Of our puir wee lammie dead and gono; 

Our bonnie wco lammie dead and gone. 
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Last Bight j with hands to cracking claq>t 
In the fumaoe-firo of inj heart, 

.Sitting, I saw tibo dead world 
All into spirit-life start 
At the mystic touch of the white Moonlight. 

My spirit aroso likewise, 

And wand(‘red a^vay to the Cjiravoyard, 

Where, a jewel in Death's hand, lies 
Our pair wee lannnie dead an<i gone; 

Our bonnie wee lammio dead gone. 

Slowly, slowly rose the dead, . 

Al^ ni llK'ir lobcs of whih' * 

Weirdly, weirdly rose the dead. 

All in^the silent night! 

Like lilies for God, from the dark grave-bed, 
lUiey gren in a gloiy-iain ; 

And the crowned Darhng of Ilcaicn, at the head 
Of all that gJorifiM train, 

Was our puir woe lammio dead «iud gone; 

Our bonnie wee lamniie do id and gone. 

In my dream 1 stood at the death'door dark, 
Alone and tremblingly, 

Till a Shining One came in a crescent bark, 
Moonlike, o’er a purple sea. 

Sho smiled as to siy she know tlte way, 

• And at some sot lot sign, 

A memor\ ol tlu ohl life stirred. 

And I know that Anpel mine * 

Our puir wee lammic (lead and gone , 

Our Donme wee lammic dead and gone. 


XI. 

WitiiJn a mile of Edinburgh Town 
Wo laid our litUc daiUiig down , 
Our first seed in God’s acre sown ! 
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So sweet a place! Death looks beguiled 
Of half his gloom; or sure he smued 
To win our lovd^, spirit childi. 

God glveth His Beloved sloop 
So C£dm, withiu its silenco decp» 

As Angel-guards the watch did keep. 

The City looketh solemn and swoot; 

It boars a gentle brow, to gn^et 
The mourners mourning at its foot. 

The sea of human life breaks round 
This shore o* the dead, with softened s mnd ' 
Wild-dowors climb each mossy mound 

To place in resting hands their palm, 

And breathe their beauty, bloom, and balm 
Folding the dead in fragrant calm. 

A softer sliadow Grief might wear ; 

And old Heartache come gather there 
The peace that falleth after prayer. 

Poop heaH that danced among the vines 
All reoling-rip ^ with wild love-vrines. 

Thou walk’st with Death amoiig the pines ' 

Lorn Mother, at the dtirk gravo-do >r, 

She kni^eb'^th, pleading o’er and o'er. 

But it is siiut tor evermore. 

She toileih on, the mournfuU’st thing, 

At the vain task of ('mpt^ing 

The cistern whence the salt-tears spring 

Blind ’ blind ^ She fools, bnt cannot read 
Aright; then leans as she would feed 
Tuc dear dead lips that never hood. 



Tho spirit of lifo ma.y leap above, 

But iTi that grave her prtbonedilove 
Liob, cold to th’ warm embrace) of luvo, 

^Ad dark, tho* all the world is bright, 

And lonely, with a Chty in sight, 

And desolate m the rainy night 

Ah, God ’ when in the glad lite^cui) 

The fa<X3 of death swimb darkly up, 

The crowning dower is sure to droop. 

And so wc laid our darling down, 

When Summer’s chock grow ripely brown, 
And still, tho’ giieflitith mildoi grown, 

Unto the Stranger’s hind we (leave. 

Like sum poor Birds that ^iie\e and grie>o. 
Hound the loblied nest, so lotli to leave. 


XII 

An, the sweet Dnam, the singing Dream, that sang 
IN i kmw not vhat, so sweet the melody * 

Made dim wot glniiintr golden while we slept; 
And when we w oke the lulling Dream w as g >no. 

AVe let oiii dear do id down the drowning Dark, 
Silling the awful sea in our world-birk 
AVe who had glowed like Nngcls in the sun. 

With lifu so lighted bj hci lovchnsss. 

God’s messK'nger of death s’enis blindly stern ’ 

And ’tis so haid to leave a little babe 
Withm the Grave’s cold aiinb, alone * alone ’ 
While Sorrow chills the nest her sweet lile warmed 
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So little to the world! and what a world 
Of differonoe in otu: little world of homo! 

This atlltnoBB where the ^weet Bird chirpt to ua ; 
This |;ood-night>parting-and-inoni-grceting lobS. 

And yet perchance the kind dark-^Angcl drew 
Her in the secret shadow of his oloud, 

Out of our warm and golden air, to hide 
Her from somo foailul Fate far-hurrying up. 


XIII, 

To-day, when winds of winter blow, 
And*Ndture sits in dream of snow, 

With Ugolino-louk of woo . 

Wife from the window came to me, 

Now leaves were fallen she could sec 
The little gra\o thro’ shred elm-tree. 

With wintriness all life did acho 
For that dead darling's sainted sake ; 

Atid lips might kiss, hut hearts would quake. 

Ho, ye who pass her narrow house, 

By which the dark Leith seaward flows ; 

O clasp your pretty darlings close ; 

And if some tender hud of light 
Is drooping, $.8 the snowdrop white. 

With looks that weird wild heartstrings smite 

Think of our hahe will never wake, 

And fold your own till fond hearts acho« 
Sweet souls, for little Marian’s sake. 
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^ XIV. 

Prbtty flow(*rB on Baby’s head; 

Who’!! cry flowers when Biby’s dead ! ” 
Singing hearts oft questioned, 

In the sweetest summer fled 

Marian, Marian. 

Tearful words ♦ how lightly said * 

Mournfully remembered. 

Now the swoot new yeiir hath spread 
Blossom-life on Baby'^s bed. 

Marian, Marian. 

Tcnd^'r emerald, white, and red, * 

Flow<*ib of lier beauty bied 
Breathing all of her that’s dead. 

Cry, “ We crown her Biby-head ! ” 

Marian, Marian. 

“ Who’lVory flowers when Baby’s dead? ” 
Praying looks to hea\ i n art* led. 

And it smiles as tho’ it said, 

** Barly her sweet &me hither sped.” 

Marian, MarBbn. 

** Saintly hands have wound her thread : 
Faith, look up and firmly tread : 

Poor Bereaved, bo comforted ; 

My Flowers garland Budy’s head ” 

Marian, Marian. 

Ood’s iinguessed reply is read : 

Tears that came not, tears that pled 
Crying darkly, here are shod : 

Soft rest yon, Darling ! dead 

Marian, Marian 
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XV. 


OuK leaves are shaken from the tree, 
And hopes laid low, ' 

That aitor r>ur Sprin^-iiurblings, ^\e 
May long to go. 

The warm love-nost our Dovch ts leave 
With helplobb moan. 

As they for uh would sit and grieve 
[ii heaven — aloiic ! 

The tender Shophc»rd beckonmgly 
Our LamlkS doth hold. 

That vio may take our own \\lien Ife 
Makes up the fold. 
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LADY tAURA. 


I. 

MiDSvvifBR Moth her silvery-gray 
Baib-voil uplifieth fold on fold; 

Aadt purple-fLusht, and topt with gold> 
l^c white clouds kindle and float away 

O’er violet-shadowed hills thot stand 
III cU>ndy crowns, and soft attire; 

And, in d Ir.igrancy of fire. 
Midsummer Mom Hoods all the land. 


The Rainbow with its living arch 
Of glory brightens in the blue; 

Like Spirit*Bridge Rarth rolled up through, 
Unconscious on her tnidnight march. 


Into quick flames of omeiald break 

woods against th<» ruddie<i light, 
A danco of radiance bickers bright 
As laughter o’er a dimpling oheok; 


In savphire rain ITeaven ripples down: ^ 

TOe sweet south-winds waft opened wide 
!Ehe glory-gates of bummer’s tide ; 

A starry swoop of flowers is strowU * 

Throng the groen'meadows; white and goldy 
It mughs aloUK the glowing ground: 

' Suoh throi:^>^ blessings donee around 
The old WorldHi heart; l0| these unfold. 

U 
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ICTi 


At enieraM palace-^rtals peer 

Quiok of Bl^rde that in the aun 
All aing^ng aitt aing everjr one; 

Listena each leafy foreat-car. 

*■ 

Wee caps of faery-wine brim high. 

By the 'viay-aidc, on brier and bush i 
As lifted in a holy hush 
By unseen bands for passers by. 

Her ripo check on the air, red Rose * 

She leant th from her fragrant bower; 
Liike lady from her lafctioed toWer; 

And by sweet force of beauty blows! 

Blight-hearted with a golden dieam, 

The little daisy hits its ljo«id , 

Its wee lips clistor wf t .ind ltd , 

Its smile is as a thankful hjmn. 

The wildest weed the wind hath sown. 

The commonest gross, arc glorified. 
Even as the Tulip in her pride; 

The trumpet of her beauty blown. 

All T/ile he*, in a bath of balm. 

Foci mg tlie lavish glory flow ; 

With noiignt to do but thrill and grow 
Bi strength, and joy, and luscious calm. 

Now Loro breathes dewier delight. 

In cool green ways, and tender gloom; 
Being hath such a dazrling bloom; 

Its sun Ox bliss IB over-bright 

O balmy M#rn * O tender type! 

What tearful wooings of the May 
Have brought about this bridal-day 
Of Earth the rath, with Jane the ripe 

■i 
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But, wo must turn where Greed for Toil 

Hath closed and claajpt Morn’a pictured book; 
Where Nature hath a GnomO^like |i^k, 

And £rom her features dies tho smile. 


II. 


pLr4SANTLT rings the Chime that calls to the 
Bridahhall or Kirk, 

But the Devil might floutingly pull for thf^ poal 
that wakes the Child to work' 

“ Come, httlo Children,” the Mllhbell rings, and 
dioAAbily they run, 

Little old IVlcu and Women, and human worms 
who bpiiii 

The life of InitiiKy into silk; and fed, Child, 
Mother, and Wife, 

The idctory’s smoko of torment, with the fuel of 
human life. 

O weird white face, and weary bones, and whether 
they huiry or crawl, 

You know them by the fat toi’y-st,inip, they wear 
it ono and all. 

The Factory'^Fiend in a grim hush waits till all are 
in, and be grins 

As he shuts the door on the fair, fair world with¬ 
out, and hell begins * 

The least fkint living rose of health JRroin the child¬ 
ish ohu'k he strips, 

To run the thorn in a Mother’s heait; and ever ho 
sternly grips 

His Socrifioe; with Life’s soiled waters turns his 
wildoring wheels; 

And shouts, tiu hia ;rauk breath thicks iho air, 
and the Ohild^ brain Devd-ward teeb. 
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¥ 

From cockcrow DDtil starlight, very pitieDUy they 
tXod; 

A sea oi human fa^ turning sadly up to Giod« 

O wan white wiiiW w orld that hidoe no colored 
dreams of Spring! 

No summer sunshine hrjghtons; no buds blossom; 
no birds sing. 

Xn at the windows Nature looks, and sings, and 
smiles them forth, 

To walk with her, and talk with her, and see the 
summering Karth 

And drink tlie spicy air in perfumed pathways 
dim with dew; 

While the miracle of Morning raises glorified lifo 
ttnc'w 

But they are sinit from the ln»a\eiily largess ; they 
must stint and luoil, 

Xho* Death staiLs ghastly in tluii and life is 
endless toil. 

Did yon maik how yacantly they o;yed thU land of 
lovohiicss, 

The Flower of bleep into their eyes, your heart 
would ache to press. 

The moving glory of ttio Heavens, their jiomp, and 
}»ageantry. 

Flame m their shadowed faces, but no soul comes 
- up to see. 

They boo no Angels Icon to them , they stretch no 
Bpirit-haud; 

Melodious Beauty sings to them, they cannot un¬ 
derstand. 

Yet here, where the sweet flower of life may hoard 
no precious dew, 

To feed its heart of greenness, keep the gld)ry of 
its hue; 

Hero^ where the fingers of Work and Want keo^ 
writing silent, slow, 

Their warrant for the grave on many a Mother’s 
darling’s brow; 
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Her^y where the Fiend doth trample out the eouU 
sparks day by day : 

Here, M^ere such seed ot God is rotting in the 
killing olay; 

Some Saviour-Soraph walks the waves of sorrow 
and of sin, 

And some poor wrestler doth not sink the wrecking 
gulm within; 

And aye she rises with her charge in loving arms 
caressed. 

As morning rises out of night, her love^star on 
her breast. 


iir. 

Iv a grand old Gothic Palace, 

Th»^ Illy Laiim dwells: 

It crowns the warm grt^en valleys, 

High as their sumnier-surge s\rells. 

There, with her emerald cJiaiieo, Spring 
Kneels, odbring Beauty’s wine ; 

There, in a land of enchantment, sing 
The birds thro’ shower and shine. 

’Tis a noble solitude Mn*eiic, 

Whore the euddmi glory glows ! 

’Tis a happy nook of nestling green, 

Where that virginal flower Mows,— 

Just in the sweetness of the bud, 

Brimming witli brightness and balm; 

The tenderest glimpse of Womanhood 
Golden, and sweet, and calm. 

She is the Taly of the land; 

Born neither to spin nor toil ‘ 

She can rest her fair cheek ouher dainty white hknd, 
While the human hoifeey*>heeB moiL 
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O tlie'World of rich vieioDS that poor in her ejes! 

Arpnnd her what f^ihtarios danc(‘ ^ 

As she leaba in luw air of parddiso, 

And her bower of dallianoo 
But her earnest life is sorrow!uHy 
O'ershodowed from above 
She fcols the ache of Life's mystery, 

And she feels the hurt of Love. 

The Lady Laura's soul is sad 
For the suffering under the sun * 

She looks 0 X 1 the world, and is only glad 
For the duties to bo done. 

She might have moved by in the pageant grand, 
Sweet slip of a lordly line ' 

Nor soiled the glory oi her white hand, , 

And fairy lingiTS fine; 

And swam in this woild's wine and oil, 

With those who sink for the next. 

Faint with delight, and plundered Toil 
With no strange thought perplext. 

0 the burnisht stream would have bravely borne 
iler, ilaneing down its whirl; 

And the dark wieck-kingdom have proudly W’oin 
On its bosom the pure queen-pearl. 

But Sol row hath touchi her young, young y<*ar8^ 
Wiun their rose-light was smiling and fair ; 
And her eyes have wept the sharp, sharp tears, 
That pierce throu^ all mir ige of air. 

Ah, the Poor! withner fim.r sense she hoars 
How they moan in their cloud of care. 

They will tell you down in the valleysr 
the Orphan Heiress hath done ; 

How the grand old Gothic Palaeo 
With Lpve’s now wine doth run. 

She's a light on the Cold hill-tops that divide 
The poor from t^ir neighbor Rank , 

The first bright wave ef a sluggish tide, 

That hath ovCrieapt its bank. 
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And to Lady liaura by window and door. 

Hearts climb with the coBea ^ 

Their biessingH to breathe, and tWr pride to pour. 
In many a brimming cup. 

Rebel liitulraiice she treads queenly down, 

Where it stands in her high Throne’s way, 

O Factorv-Fiend with the fearful frown. 

She will bloom in your desert to-day. 


IV. 

Tab lady Light hath Daughtci's siwen, 

In wedded calm sit smiling fair 
On their cdoud-throne ; and down the air 

They float from arms of olasping Heaven. 

For they their lofty homo will leave, 

JLQ winnow, on their golden plumes, 
Tlirougli ocean-bowers, and water-glooms ; 

And wondrous spells of be.iuty weave 

To clothe the sea-shells in their trance 
So lone and cold, witii ooloretl lights, 

And jewcl-B..iines ; till their dense Night's 

Alive with shapes of radiance. 

On Alpine heights a little Flower 

From its snow-cradle soft doth reach ; 

Askd witli its tiny hands beseech. 

The vesture-hem of Eternal Power : 

Then straightway help of Stoaven defends. 
And vital Infliicnoee run 
Down golden ladders of the sun, 

And pleading life wins spiHt-flridndB. 
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Thus sould in 'bArrcnoefc solitude 

Oft bring the kindly powers down. 

To lighten on thorn with a crown, 

Or banquet of immortal food. 

And thus on one poor worker’s sight 
The Lady Laura through the mirk 
Dawns, marvelling how there may lurk 
A presence toucht with tender light. 

His life stands still to hear what fate 
Comes with the step of mystery ; 

And husht for some event to he, 

In conscious calm the waters wait. 

She sees a prayer foY rest and air 
. In every face, but, in his eyes 
Alone, are childish memories , 

And his the only spirit there 

That waves the Seraph-wand of fire. 

To fright the Serpent ilickeriiig near. 
One jc'wol in that dark Aline ^ and clear 
It flashes as she brightens nigher. 

And all beside how dull and grim ' 

O saintly show of maiden grace ! 

From out a golden mist, her face 
Seems floating, bating on to him. 

Daughter of Light 1 she seems to swim, 

As on the wings of a mightv love ; 
6ud-smiling that blind world above ; 
Sunning that human forest dim. 

She sp^ks to him ; she takes his hand; 
With such a gracious tenderness f 
The tears up m hut eyes will press; 
Lxfe’a desert in suddi^ flbwor doth stand. 
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Ab when the spirit of Winter old 

J^assou aw ay in a dream of Sirring, 

The quick Duds burst, and fluttering 
All into bhimmoring wings unfold. 

And wave so strong, and thrill so fVee, 

As they the wakened world would wing 
Along the warm way of the Spring, 
Where they are drawn deliciously . 

So from his life a hurst of wings 

Is fluttering Icai-hko for uio light; 

And in that Splendor’s wake of white, 
They make melodious murmurings. 

At her soft touch ethereal dies 

The old dark, as Morning’s spear of light 
Doth gently touch the dying night, 

And from it Day, a white Spirit, doth rise. 

Light, Music, Fragrance, seem to kiss 
And bwatlie him in a hloom of hre , 

Make shining beauty Ills attiro, 

And bury liis dead past in bliss* 


V. 

Tins Lady Laura took him, in her kind and queenly 
way. 

From out that cruel iron woild, to the tender hu¬ 
man day 

There all the folded bloom of life like a banner rich 
unfurled, 

And waived luRuriant in the air of a glad and 
glorious world. 
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She fed hts mind* she led his nkind, thro* phases 
sfcmngo and sweet; 

Ah, bloss6d uoon to toil and lay the fruitage at 
her foot I 

She took his wLdowcd Mother; bless her fall and 
flowing hand' 

To rest her weary bones from toil, and live upeia 
her land. 

Their barren world of poverty with flowors ahe^ 
girdled round. 

Till life that toiled with blooding feet can walk on 
softer ground. 

My Lady comes; my Lady go's, his being doth 
rejoice, 

A breaking sea of rapture, every wave uplifts a 
\oico. 

Like dungeoned foe that seokeili the King's daugh¬ 
ter walking nigfa, 

He blesseth the revealing daik for the beauty 
tljroiied high 

And in the beating of his heart, and flashing of bis 

His now life standctli waving glory as she passeth 

hy. 

My Lady comes ; my Lady got^s ; he can see her 
day by day. 

And bless hi^ eyes -with licr boaiity, and with 
blessings stiew her way 

Hy Lady coiees; my Lady goes, she passes from 
bis sight. 

As daylight dies into the skies, and at her gate 
stands l^ight. 
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VI. 

Ah, litiile thinks tny Lady 
Of th(* subtle soeiiling sown; 

But, fruitful was the silonco 

Where its si^oret life hath grown. 

•Twns must with sweet love-rain; 

At her eyes it drank rich springs ; 

And His fed on liiddcn manna 
That her fragiant beauty brings. 

Ah, little thinks my Lady, 

As the d lys and seasons roll; 

How sho took him by the hand. 

To pass in to his soul 

There she lies in a light of smiles ; 

And like a soft oaruss, 

H(*r voi< o goes feeling feeling 
With a kiss of tondornobs. 

O Lo\e, tho’ shut without, will laugh 
All Ihirricrs ahov<*; 

And higher as tlie^ soar, still towt-rs 
The stature of mighty Love. 

And hud by bud, the climbing seed 
Into a t.ill tiee springs ! 

Ah, little thinks my Ladv 

What the Bird lu the branches sings 


VII. 

** Sub smiled on me, she smiled on me. 
And I walk in a gloiy now , 

’TiS writ on my cheek m a rose of pride; 
’Tis read in a light on my brow 
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She emiled on me, she smiled on me, 

Aud my soul erith bUs«( doth ache; 

So many 11 duetto happiness, 

1 know not which to take ! 

* 

** She smiled on me, hhe smiled on me. 

And the human woi Id goes by — 

In a sound as of Angels tulkiiig 
’Xeath the palms of Patudise nigh. 

•• She stoopt to kiss me with her smile, 

Thro* the clouds whore I d ii kly lay, 

As she gilded thro* my night, bweot 5loori * 
High on her heavenly way. 

•• She stoopt to kiss me with her smile, 

And life soaied up in dime ' 

But, for my worship, not my kiss, 

The glorious phantom came 

'* She smiled on me, she smiled on me, 

I think as I sit alone; 

And my hcait o*er its tender secret 
Is biooiUng with love's sweet mom. 

** She smiled on me, she smiled on me. 

And that suiging smile ot li^lit, 

In n happy silence, thi o' my life 
Goes oirohug out of sight. 

** She smiled on me, and iny he ii t like a Biid 
In dreams of the night doth go 
To make its bride-bed where the little buds red 
Peep warm from the white, white snpw- 

** She smiled on me, she smiled on me , 

Ah me, that in her smiles. 

My heart might break, in a wide lo\e>wave, 
On her bosom^s happy Isles ^ ’* 
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Vlli. 

As earl1<>st flowers, tho swoot Brst-lovo of Spring, 
Are tendereet in their fragrance — saintlieht pure. 
Lovers flrBtUngs, budding lu tho heart, unfold * 
Most precious hweet of ju.1 the lusty year; 

And ail his life is with their Iragranee fllled. 

Ill shy and sliady nooks he steals, to brood 
O’er what his heart for kisses liftoth up. 

With a ripe glow in his warm face the Dawn 
Uplifts tho veil of dew-mist iiom tiie shape 
Of B'*auty sloejiing on the lap of Earth: 

So down inlo his secret soul lie peers, 

To see the veiled Beauty thro’ its mist, 

And bows to bless her ■where she lies alight, 
Unconbcious of the reddening dawn of io\c. 

A face, like nestling luxury ol flowers ; 
tioft hair, oil whn h Liglit drops a diadem ; 

Twin eyes that smile,—-ah, when in their far 
Uoaven 

Shall Lo\e stand up and wave the Victor’s palm?— 
A mou til of roses wi»t with dam.isk wmo. 

And all tlio beauty hid from morhil eyes. 

Like hly-bud in leases of cool green light. 

His happy eyes brim with voluptuous dew, 

. Gatliereil in the rich air, of secret love. 

Anon hie heart goes wandering like a wind 
That reels thro' meads of spice, o’er hills of myrrh. 
Drunk with flower-fragrance, and the wine of lone, 
And making music at the lightest touch. 

Till faint with sweet it wearies into rest. 
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IX. 

L\i>y' of tbo forest, 

Is tli<‘ Silver Birk ; 

Shimmeririg m the sunsliinc. 
Slavering at the miik ; 

Ko< king in her rupture, 

A dancing Psaltress slim * 

Her hair a shower of beauty ’ 

IIci motion a gloiy-swiui' 

Or, when dewy tw iliglit 
Pour') itb chiibm of halm, 

And hoi tremulous bosom 
Fills with a tender calm. 

’Mid the dance of colois, 

And semitones of green. 
Gleams thib daintioi i^pirit 
That in Icafdom ib the Queen. 
Of all the tioos o’ the loicbt, 
lie lovis the Silver Jink , 
Shimmonug in tlie sim'^hine, 

Shiv ei mg at the miik. 

So like the Lid^ Liura 
In hei ]iurit.y and grace; 
Dreaming in its shadow. 

Often i< so lur laeo * 

And as whim a Sunburst 
Goldens the gn t n aihU s. 

The woodland watei hiuilt th. 

So his hi art within him siiulos. 


X. 


JirsT a smilo i’ the face of Xatiiro; 

Just a nurrur of May-^^moin; 

Is the sinning, comely oreatuio, 
Woirslupt by the peasant-born. 





**■6116 is graceful us the giecnly 

^^aviiig boughs in summei wind, 
And hci beauty calm and queenly 
\\ c trs its ro^al ciovrn of mind. 

O, wcie 1 the prince of plenty, 
i), weic she my own w^ wife; 

Lo\e would bung the crowumg dainty, 
'Lo the b inquct of luy life. 

“ Might I beat Tjovc’s sliicld abo\e her; 
Might T snood her silken halt, 

How my hcait would lound her lio\er 
Oil the tcndei wings of cue’ 

Ah, dcui Heu'veu, all blessings shower 
On lui sweet life’s balmy bud, 

'J ill it lilt iniinoit il flowci, 

111 the blooming fields of Goel ” 


a 

Beauty has no rarer blossom. 
Budding fhm, oi floweiing hur, 
Nesthng to a Alothcr’s liusem. 

If a lo-ret’s hand should dare 


XI. 


A D4//Ll^G wolidir in the dark of Dreams, 

Ills beaxMiid Ji wel fleams, 

And foi a }>oeil( vs nob mss it doth range 
llio zones oi ladiant (hange 

Breathing sott hues tlie glorious thing doth shino, 

With lustres Opaline 

The shifting fcjaiiphirc lovingly beguiles. 

With dewy azuie smiles. 

The Ruby now with eye of crimson ycMijms, 

Or like a blood-drop bums. 

The Amber in transparent hand doth hold 
Imprisoned Bame of gold. 
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Now twinkle? from soft shade the SmeralfE tender^ 
A drop of cool green splendor. ^ 

Or, Vi ith love-drooping oyo, the Pearl o* deep 
Melts in a sea of sleep. 

Add now, wide opo, jt lights the inner ni^t, 

A starry Chrysolito 

And aye, for a peerless richness it doth range 
The sones of radiant change. 


XII 

One of the silent Poets of the world who find no 
word 

To utter their dumb soul of love, so, like the shy- 
night-lurd. 

They break their hearts in mubic , die in sorrow’s 
stditudc. 

One Autumn eve he sat beneath the Leauty of tho 
Wood, 

Whore Birdb of ’riiouglit so often brought his love 
ambroHicil food. 

When all the spiiits of the floT^ers stole forth i’ the 
hush of uight, 

And all the greenv bikuce slumbered in a dream of 
light 

The world lay in a purple calm, and tenderness of 
tears; 

In e\ory pulse of being lived tho tenderness of years. 

lie had wrestled with hib passion, — caught up in 
its wild caress— * 

Yoluptuous as a Bride of Fire, with arms as pitiless. 

Ho had wept his pain in a fiery rain, and a calm 
came o’er his tears, 

As ^ vlbion of sweet Peace comes treading down 
War’s cruel spears. 
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Then in a trembling confidence of love to himself 
he talkt. 

And aane above Ills whispering heait, that ielt 
what Spirit walkt 


Wo cannot lift tho wintry pall 
Fiom bnried lito, nor bung 
Bick, Willi Lovo*s paaBJunito thinkiugi all 
'I'iie gloiy ot the Spiiug 
But soft along tiie old giccn way 
Wo fc» 1 111 i bieath ot gold, 

ITci 1 III) uit Mstuic iippks gay,— 
blic coim ^ ’ and all told 


“So in Ilet absence Meinoiy 

Vjo vtiivts, but ciuiiot paint 
llu \ isioii Ilf sweet MT.)Cbt> , 
rile b< uit\ of in^ S imt 
bht toivu>.' like da'wn iii '^piin^^ hoi limc^ 
AI> wnitLi-norld doth inilt. 

Till tliotii'' 'With Hosts wiM i-ttimc’ 
bhe smiles’ and all is felt * 


Ts it a \isioii* oi the pun pih 1 u 
Of liUdy Laura, biussoining fiom the tioos*^ 

Straiigt hit toiisumis tin nth dew ul hoi oyos* 
Triinblis hii lip, lu i soul, tho’ Miy lalm, 
Oleauis like i Diked swoiil lioui its s )ft sheath. 
Ah, she has found his iMtict m ite nihi f 
And will ehi tiush hrii with hii silent scorn? 
lie dxio not know bhc bpt iks, lie st ai oely hears; 
So loud tho blood goob singing through Ins brain* 

“•I am no longer inislrtss at tho Hall, 

Falso friends usuip my title and my lands. 

And keep them till the L«iw bhall do mo right. 

I leave to-mmrow mom. I think you lia\e 
The mounting spiiit to rise wlic^reVr you fall. 

And shall r^ico to mark your fortunes Shine.** 

It 
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She paused; he raised his eyes to hears, and sow 
The unuttcred somothuig th it could not he told. 
Her lubtling robe thrillf il all his lile. and soiib 
2lt4r flagrant tootsicps died upon tlic night. 


XIII 

liiKK one caught in the Tempest's imis unseen, 
Pasht ovtrboaid iiuli< aid, and all night 
W ith the mad m ims, bhndloldid by the gloom. 
All thro’ that desolate daik he wrestled lone, 
Tossing tumultuous in a storm o( soul, 

And hM,d his life o’ei in the agon^ sttrn. 

As on the diowning rushes all the pist 

Agiin he Biw her in the Silk-mil] stand 
Cumploto in hi luty, ciowned with m tkist calm, 
A'' misBiontd Ang 1 down to IliJl wings wJun 
Some suffi 1 ing spnit s tiin< is up m Jli i\i n 
Ho went with lur itnong th Pj)i, when tell 
Her smile as bniiMliirit e n 1 iipt ning I mil , 

And from the ioldt d tlow rs ot the niy litc. 

Her presence cIi in leti i kindliei sjiiit toith. 

He hoarded up tm 11 bh ssing's in liis heart 

He saw hci m the spung diwns gliding down, 
Like M iming on th woiid, t > tenel the dowels 
That from her t me h s] 1 thiilliiig with delight 
Harkened into himseJi, he w itcht, ali e^e, 

Like bpirit th\t sees its ni il love go by, 

Itself invisiblo 

In languorous noons 

Of summer, when, a bhapo ot iiagraut warmthi 
IKatiire seems gliwing tin o’ hei sumptuous rube , 
Her softened b auty rounding tenderly , 
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Ami from behind the tapestry of flowers, 
ller pantings takayoo with ambrosial breath ; 

He in the cool, green sbadows would he down, 

O’er him the lea^oa a loA^o of glhuiuoriug gold. 

To kisa where tlie beloved foot had toucht. 

With lip of crimson fire, and fondling ohot'k. 

All tinging thro’ and thro* with costly life. 

Ho saw the visible HHInity 

O’ tbo time and place, taking her twilight walk, 

All starrily moving in an air 6f smllos ; 

The serious sca-hluo dreaming in hm* eyes ; 

Her lofty beauty robed about with il<*avcn. 

He fed upon her fairness daintiost-hued. 

And drank the wine of w'onder as she wiMd 
So tender hour by hour, love grew in his heart; 

A dew-drop in the flower’s cup held towuid Ilea\<‘n. 

Ah, happy times, when on the top of life 
lie saw her beauty's daily NUiirisu, heard 
Her voice, breathed hol_\ air made Iragraiit by her, 
1 J ii hi‘r presence oloud-liki' suniied liiinself^, 
With such sweet silent awe ; while all liis heart 
With rich lo\e tienihledtaa't would break for bliss; 
Like si akcu dc^s in jewelled eiips of morn ! 

Ah, happy nights, and lustrous darks, in which 
He w'atelit her c,is«*iaeiit when the house was mute. 
Where the tall (’hestnnts liiisht lier beauty round, 
Uplifting ill tlu‘ir hands a light of flowers • 

And Silence took the pln<-<* in loving arms. 
Thciewith its R|M»ochloHs yearning stroxe his heart, 
OVrflovfiiig till the night was tilled with Io\o. 

TTow often through the winter wind and rain, 

His spirit fluttered to her winged with bl^wngs. 
And ne 6t(x>d clothed and warmed with thougltts 
of her; * 

And through the darkness and the cold, his loro 
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Glowed like a watoh-0re in a wildomesa; 

Or glistened upward in a light of tears ; 
SouX^dJamonds of the purest water tears 
Bncli as the Angels w<'ar for jewels in Hear'on ; 
Trembling with tenderness, alive with light. 

Ab, bappy times that wave their sad faix^wells, 

To come no more, no more, O Nevermore I 
To him, who, tasting the forbidden true. 

Now sat at Kdob gates, and tlioy were closed. 

Sudden a thought struck new life thro’ him as strikes 
Land on the hwimnier's feet who gi\e6» up lost! 

He who could die for her, could he not live 
For her, and help her her rightful throne? 

He sat not down on shore to mourn his wreck; 

Ntd his heart to wail when he might work. 

That night hath passed ; but from its death-bed r<»so 
A Star, to sing and sparkle in his soul, 

And light him to some erownul tteeumxdishment* 


- XTV. 

O MIGHTY mystery T-iWidon, there ho eliihlron still, 
who hold 

Her palaces) are bilver-rooft, her pa^emeuta are of 
gold , 

Apd blindly in that dark of fate, they grope for 
the golden prize, 

Fdr somewhere hidden in her lic.irt the charmed 
treasure lies. 

Such glory burning in the skies, she lifts her crown 
of light 

Above the dark, we see not what w e trample in the 
night. 
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O merry world of London I O aehing world of 
moan. 

How many a soul Hath stooped to thee» uud lost ite 
etarry throne! ’ 

There Circe hrims her sparkling ruby, dancing 
welcome, — laughs 

All scruples down with w icked eye, and the crazed 
lo\er quads, 

Until the fires of Hell have left white ashes un his 
hps; 

And there they pass w'hose tortured hearts the 
worm that dies not grips. 

The stricken crawl apart to die. There, many a 
bosom, heaves 

With merry laughters mournful as the daiKuig of 
dear! Ica^ (s 

There griping Oioc'd rich-heaps the yellow wealth 
of Bank and Shop, 

As Autumn leaves grow goldcnest wlu u rotten-ripe 
to drop 

And man^ melt the marrow of their Manhood, 
hum LiH liloom, 

In Passion’s seipent arms, and with her kiss of lire 

< OIIMIUK* . 

And sideling Vanity seeks a mirioi in e.uh passing 
fate. 

But through the dark some luminous lives dash up 
and l»r.iy Heaven's graee. 

All heautiHnis i-tind lier Idols shining on their 
a/ure height, 

And from tluur fa 11*3 Iieavcn lean veilwl Shapcw, 
lialf-dini, hall-hiight ; . 

/They diaw us with a diiaiu delicious to the aching 
Sight; 

Armfuls of WMrm dilight, white waists, ripe Ups, 
and me rry Brides ; 

Life-dew in melting roses, low sweet music, world 
besides! 
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And day by day, on each highway, from a 
0 unny shiro. 

The Qountiy life cornea giuen to wither for the 
hungry hxo. 

All into London leaping^ leaping hows the htunan 
aea., 

IV^here, a wieck at heart, or a prize in arms, the 
waves flash merrily 

With a player to God on high, he sees the tumult, 
heais the strife. 

And dives, from out the gulfs to snatch a nobler- 
orowndd life. 

The Lady Laura leaneth like a bending heaveh 
above. 

And his life is safely steadied with the anchor of 
hiB love. 

Thieo times into the City’s hcait there ran the 
news ol Spring. 

Sweet piimrosc-tiiiio is come agiin, and tlie silver 
show CIS sin^ 

The cloiid\ imigeiy of Ih ivcn sails o'n him day 
hj diy. 

He watdies puching as the i^ilinwhon the iam 
floats* far aw i\ , 

All thirst\, as the IEuo’s soul with glory’s binn¬ 
ing diouth' 

And yearning, as bhc d^iiig ycxrn foi a death-bed 
in the So ith ' 

For Spring’s waim bicath, and blight caress, and 

r leasant flcl of Iowcm, 
hoi b* auty wbt w ith mom, his he xrt with¬ 
in him gi icves 

'Tl«o country momoTits iiUi inlaid, so flagrantly 
are stiired, 

. As spice-wmds whisjior bomcthing low, oi sihgs a 
careless Bird. 
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The green-woods beckon spirit-like thro* a dream 
* of azure sky ; 

All heaven looks oat from a flower as from the 
Beloved's eve, 

And visions of a lovelior-lighted life moving gUm'^ 
mering by. 

Above that wilderness of life he ofben sat alone, 

Watching the surges of his soul, which^ ever and 
anon, 

Revealed the proud wave-wrestler Hope for ever 
battling on * 

And e\er thro’ the dark the Lady Laura's Star- 
smile shone. 

Ah, the dear night was all his own, thou life rose 
stariy-towored; 

Pull-honeyed with its folded Spring, his shut heart 
bua-liko flowered. 

Upon the stream that pines all day, the calm of 
llca\on doth rest, 

And its Star ol love, tho’ far above, koeps bridal on 
its breiist. 

Pure, paiD^d, Loveliness* she walks a world of 
wrong and guile, 

Yet nightly lookelh m Ills face with the same 
sweet patient smile. 

While ever and for ever gorth up to God for 
doom, 

The Oita’s bicath of life and doith, in glory or in 
gloom; 

And th^re it lings oaeh spirit round, of light or 
darkness v\o\en, 

And they sii ill w<iko and vvalk their self-unfolded 
Hell or Jicaven • 

Kightly a merry harvest-home the Devil in Loudon 
drives, 

And gitUers on the shores of iloU the wreck of hu¬ 
man lives. 
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Whilo God bits over ollf in Hcavou, and in HIS 
hand doth hotd» * 

The Plowed of Silonoe shodding worlds like sood of 
Sunny gold. 


XV. 

A LONELY lifo, a lonoly lot; 

, Ho olimlw his mountain day by day; 

iiiit fimls Itcsido tho stoniest way 
Love’s wild rook-honey, and iaintuth not. 

IIo sees tlie Vision shine afar; 

Sweet "wedded lives in lia]j])y home; 

And strains his eyes aganibt the gloom. 
Like Nuns that throb at prison-bar, 

Wooed by a dear and dazzling dmim, 

When thro* tlio in irk Love’s glory hums. 
The hearth of Homo warm wmcoiuc yearns; 
Ilia face is glowing "w ith the gleam 

And sparkle of their hilmming cup. 

Who round tlie horntill d.incc and sing, 
All in a goldeji m.vrriago-ujig, 

Ajid light with lose Life’s picture up. 

They sit in nestling nook, and see 

Tho ripening jironiise of the* years ; 

Tho budding quicks, tho springing oars ; 
Plowors honey-wot, and fruits to ho. 

As bridol-^ifts from God above. 

The Children bring tlieir ghid new spring, 
Past joy’s refrain their voices ring, 
loud T^th mirth, or lown with love. 
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t Fine actiouB^fecd Tiove’s holy fire. 

Like sandal-wQod of fragrant gold ; 

Till Ileavonwardj glorious to behold^ 

It breaks, iu many a s^ondid spire. 

There, hand in hand, they roach across 
A double range of rich delights; 

And climb in safety whore the heights 
Of Lite have many a clmsm of Loss. 

- A happy soul in song doth gush, 

Kre closes their day-])ook of bli^s, 

8o softly clasped with a kiss, 

While eyes adth tf3ars of trembling dush. 

“ O blossM Bird that hoars and singh. 

And moves in lieaveu on triumphing wings ; 

'Hun chops to rest 
"Within breast. 

And a^e boiuc halm of blessing brings. 

" O ^ot^er of mine, bife*^ stream may Mart 
Thy trein])hng leaves, lint dhinot thwait 
Love's c'aliii he.low, 

Wlioie vtchI loots grow 
In twin frttougtU, biuihug hi'.ut to heart. 


** O crest of heouty on my Inow ; 
O light of l<*vo uivoii iii,> plow y 
To thc' cleith-dark, 

T i < ov my Icai’k ; 

You gild Vith glory as we go.” 


^Tis merry to walk the deck of life, • 

Tho’ billOws boat, and the w ild winds blow; 
And proiicH^ feel they rest below; 

That precious freightage, weans aud wife. 
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Bat, bo drifts on, in lonely hark, 

Past shining bom^, and sin^ng islo. 
Pino Apparition, with a smile 
Bike Bpirit-musio! in the dark 

Tb;f sudden beauty lightens near. 

And bows him to the knees in prayer, 
lie needs long draughts of heavenly aiPi 
Who dives to clutch a pearl so dear. 


XVI. 

To-dat, bn id fall of palms the Victor stands ; 

His brows aro bound by Lady Laura’s hands. 

He conquered. To her feet he brought tbo prize; 
Twin worlds of bliss rose throbbing in her eyes*. 
Sparkled her smiling soul like that of a child, 
Ajud, smiling, all bor luminous body smiled. 

Tho lilies, white upon her stream of life. 

Heaved with the sweet leel of its dancing strife. 
She, glowing happy as the languorous South, 
When Spring dotli kiss her on the flowery moUth. 
From out her heart's heaven a swtK)i simple Graco 
Came blushing all tlic secret in her face, 

And dyed her beauty daintier for embrace. 

He lookt into tho windoAV’S of her eyes, 

To see Love, sitting by the hearth, arise 
And let him in, and lead liim to his throne, 

For love and woisliip thro” all worlds his own. 

virgin tree at a trembling touch doth mpvcf; 
Znito his bosom drops the frnit of lute. 
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LADt LAVRA. 

TTpon Ilia life now Icaneth dewily 
Tno rotju of her ripe beauty rare to see. 

Ill hunoye<] light, and sweet with pleasant showers. 
Lies ail the land, a colored flanio of flowers; 

And with a sidelong grace smiles of the sight; 
Heayen shakes its bridal torch and lauglis delight. 

m 

Qn her white holy hand the ring of gold 
Exults its branch of glory to enfold. 

Comes forth in greeting ali the country side. 

To welcome Lady Laura liome, a Bride. 

Bing, merry bells, ring, blithesome bridal balls ! 
To toe tunc of happy hearts your triumph swells. 


XVII. 

** Mt life l‘iv like a Sca-bud, dark upon the watery 
- old.* 

That feels when dpriiig ih in the world, and striveth to 
till fold, 

Tlie breath of Love passed o’er mo, and the Spring 
went 1 utfthiii^ by. 

Till on a Biiddcn I was ’waie. Beloved, thou wert 
• nigh ’ 

The Bird of bo\o to my window came, and sang a 
btialn di\ me. 

Sweet Bird ! ho makes his nest, I said, 'neatU other 
eaves th in mine ; 

But many a day hath come and gone, and still he mis 
and sings 

His song of happy fiitirres, and of dear remembered 
^ngs. 

V Aly life Went darkling like tbo Barth, nor knew it 
shone a Star 

To that dear Heaven on wldvh it hung in worship fsom 
afar. 
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XttjMiy bared their beauiy like brave flowers to Itifce 
bee ; 

She mi;;ht h\\e ranged thro* siinny Adds, but nestled 
down by me: 

A King u{»on bis Throne might lia\e smiled her to his 
Bide I 

But, with a lowly majesty she came to me, my Bride^ 

And gramlly ga\e her loAe to me, tl\o dearest thing on 
JSaitb, 

Xiike one who gives a jewel, all unwee^ing of its wforth. 

** O, was it an ^mortal Child, loft by a fair Bream- 
Biide, 

Seen in a world of vision with mine eyes stretoht spirit- 
wido ? 

Or was tho Imago picturctl, )»y the sun of another life. 

In secret soul, that I might know its living like my 
Wife ? 

I know mit ; but, when luminous she floated on to me, 

MethougUt she flamed fioiii out the mist of soinefer 
memory. 

Tho hidden Lore just stirring tho spring-roscs of her 
fecc; 

The picture of sweet Saintliuess ; tho glory and the 
grace. 

** ’Twas when the Kirtli her green lap spreads fer 
Sumutei’s gorg* ou*» gifts ; 

And plump for ki«>scs of the Suu, her ripened ofltaek 
uplifts ; 

Wlieu maiden May was caught and kist in lusty arms 
ot Juno ; 

She newly ptrung my haip of life, and i>layod its sweet¬ 
est tune. 

O, T had been content to lUe fn a cottage of the cloy, 

SoM might see and bless her, w hen she chapOed to pass 
that way ^ 

But she swam down feom her heaven, with a look of 
glorious pride, r 

And I clasxi my heart’a swtie^ Vision ; lo! a nefitUng 
human Bride.** 
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OAtH is thoir sheltered shore of life, caressed 
By gentle tides of peano, whose murmurs are 
Of storms at rest, and sorrows sanctified. 

But not for them alone the honey-time. 

And bliss of i>eing! hearts were all too full 
Ot lusty longing lor all human good. 

And happiness' was only meant to share. 

That luminous revealor, hallowing Jjovo. 

Clave them the seeing eye, not druopuig lid, 

His chosen . 11*0 but cauglit up into lleaven^ 

For wider vision of a suiloring KarLh, 

Their laiish bliss ran over to make rich. 

And kindle w'iili a 6}>riiig of hiugliiiig life 
The poor world kue«‘lnig at tlie teot of tiioirs. 
And not forgotten was that factory-world, 
Wliioh like a doomed Ship far aw^ay i* the night 
PieaatMl — eaeJi port-hole lighted up for help ! 
Christ on the Cross fur eighteen hundred years, 
And still Jlis Poor their long redemption w'ait — 
Still tempted of the Devil in tliu Di^n*t. 

Still are they, crouching by the hreless hearth. 
In the dead w inter ofh'ii driven to bum 
The bravest hangings of their hous(.» of life. 

To scare the guiinb wolf Hunger, whose eye's glare 
In at the window lit with bloody lust! 
Sometimes a cry runs throbbing thru’ the night. 
As tho’ Creation quickened with the birth 
Of new life strange and monstrous, in our world. 
Then startiled Jfear from his high lattice looks,** 
W ith &CO as white as death-touch t VVante below: 
There rage a people like a forest of fire! 

' Grim on the banner Labor's challenge flames. 
Leave to live working, or die fighting.” 

Fear 
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Sends forth his Guardsi and to his pillow sltnksr 
lied Murder leaps up sudden in their midst; 

The ^therin^r of fierce s^fieiing breaks in blood: 
Begins {^alu tho old long agony, 

Aim Or^r reigns' tho* many a day the Ghost 
^.Qi‘ lierolution at his bancj^uot sits, 

Aful standeth Sentry at his dofir o' nights. 

O hop^ess Poor, and iinpolently Kich! 

O hurrying host of battUhg enmities, * 

That, fighting, feel no earthr^^nako rook the ground! 
O human world, panting without the pale 
Of harmony, the universal law, 

Like Soul, troublous wail, sliut out of bliss! 

Shall it not come, tho tunc of which wc dream 
To crown long years of strife, and blood, and tears. 
When from the Book the Poet’s thought shall step 
Clothed on with hnm.in lineaments, and live? « 
And this Ideal of our hopeful Brave 
Come down and dwell with us in daily life. 

And Earth and Iloiii on lie in each other’s arms ? 

They doom so, who, with visionary eyes, 

Have hold communion with that world to come; 
Our wcddi il |><iir : thiMr faith made q[uick by lovo; 
They look within — its Shadow eomes tliat way. 
And they will make their outer lift' a dial, 

On which the inner light may rise and shine; 

And touch with radiance soft souio sullen spot 
Where lalls the Oevirs shadow, till a smile 
Is on Its face as it turns up to God. 

Sing Ho for the N(*w World and its gulden ago 
Of delicate dream work, and of rich romance. 

They bought the Factory : turned its stream of toil 
To a flood of Joy on Lady Liura's iiands. 

There Life, w hose dark and stagnant waters swarmed 
With hideous tiling, in merry radiduce runs; 
Brightens w ith iimlthi and breaks In frolic spray; 
Peeps thro' a garland green, and laughs in light; 
Its rest, bless^ S# tho^tlio calm high heavens 
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Had lookt it ioto a transfiguTmg trance, 

Then with light-boarted morrow sparkling on-^ 

^ to the dai^ arch T>(^ih, thro* which the stream 
bicker or darken for the bhor<dcBs boa. 

They built their little world, wherein the Poor 
Might grow the fl.ow< r of Hope, and fruit of Lore $ 
And human trees, nith outstre^tcht arms of cbocr, 
MigHt jninglo music, wreathe in hud and bloom. 
And in their branches nest the birds of God, 

That in immortal beauty whitely hover, 

But come not down to build while boughs are 
bare. 

They bought and sold, tliey plouglicd, and sowed, 
and roapt. 

* Cheapne'«, Free Trade, and such Economy 
As suck their strength hom human blood and tears; 
Feeding on beauty *s wast<s and Childhood *h spring ; 
Shredding with wintry hand life s leafy prime ; 
They bowed not down to — Baal of the strife 
Thai gives the Devil his own vantage-ground, 
Where each man’s hand is at his brother’s tliroat; 
Tho knight in golden mail combats the naked ' 
And hearts must run with never-tiring w heels * 
Tho wtak go down , the Vietors morcilebs 
Still wield the Sword of Selfish interest, 

To win their crown of Individual gam, 

And throne of Isolation cool and lono. 


Not this, but life of freedom, law of love; 
The wine*prcss trod by each, the i up for uU ; 
In this sen*ner world— this morning star 
That ribes out of chaos and the night, 

f 4ke throbbing heart of somo Millennial Day 
lore, life is no soul-sickening round of toil, 
No need to blink tho Spirit’s longing bight. 
Here, simph^ childhood opens vernal o^cs. 
And young blood dancus though the veins of 
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While Cottage homes rise from the sea of greexit 
"Like clouds where happy spirits bit and sing. 

The old wild^hricr, Labor^ from which spring 
The radiant liostjs of a wainner world, 

With kindlier nurture blossoms forth anew, 

A glory of Flowers, and wears immortal green ; 

. Breaks the stern granite, smrkling into beauty. 
And ijreciouB jewels glow from common stones: 
Soft white hands smooth the brow of wrinkled 
Wrath ; 

The gi'nth* b.ilm of TiOve makes hard oyc's soft, 

And melted liearts to sw Im thru' woe-worn looks, 
With sweet and delicate hiiiiiaii tenderness. 

Tho trampled l»attle-ia.ld sin-bcarroii faces 
Is healed with tho liar\est of ripe h)\e; 

Its frowning furrows ciowned with ridged smiles. . 

Over their W'(;>rlt] wheio Passion hurtled down 
Burning instead of beauty, as its sun. 

And ail around was black eternal night; 

Lovo’s radiant shadow sheds an atmosphere 
Ot soft celestial brightness, calm, and ]^>eace. 

And Life goes iiand in hand with happy things; 

In lovely shadow-iivivds with spirits talks ; 

There with all gracious Shapes of B3aiity walks, 
“"And win's their motion, majesty, and mien ; 

And rctirs liis temple rich tor ftod, inlahl 
With precious jewels, and cotois fair, and cries, 

** Beheld liow^ good and joyful a thing it is 
Jo dw'ell together in iieace and unity. 

Thps Lady Laura and her peasant lord 
Built o’er the dead past tlieir proud monument, 
That signals to far tWes their message of love: 

And Ood was with them smiling on their work. 
They wrought not without^ hindrance, sorrow and, 
pain : 

Wjho work for Freedom win not in an hour: 



LAPY LAVIIA. 


A- 



Thoir cost of conquobt never can bo summed' 

They toll and toil thro’ a bitter day. 

Ana dark, when false ikiends flee, and true ones 
laint. 

The seed of that great truth from which fdball epnng 
Thes forest of the ftiture, and give shade 
To the reapers of harvest, musb be watchi 

With jh<ith that f^ids not, fed with rain of tears, 
And walled around, with life that, fighting, fell. 
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OUMPSES OF THE WAR. 


I 

■m 

LtKB pporuig Children down som<' distant I me. 
What time with pf^almg pomp and pagum^ simws 
Battle in its ora\epyl)Li7ons by, 

We pot^riHl into tho passing \iorld of War — 

Its crowning IIca\en pulst with starry hopes — 

Its crowded Hell of red and w^rithin^ pain , 

W ith hearts that ached or burn* d, .is Kindled cheeks 
Flamed up in reddening shame or bloom of pride. 
Ana told the stoiy os the pictares rose* 

How Bngland swooned beneath the kiss of Peace, 
And languibht in her long voluptuous dream, 
While we<‘d-liko croatun s crept along her path. 
Whore h apt of old proud waves of ^orious life, 
The sluggish channds choked with golden sand. 
G'he lulls of light rose shming fir away, 

Where she should stand and touch the hem of 
Heaven, 

But, day by day sho daikcnf d deeper down 
Tho coldj^riin shadow stietcht o’er half the earth, 
Canio freezing round licr w.itclihro's dying daiuo, 
While fipiriMingcr-pomtin^ signalled her, * 
And Bpmt^rustlmgs surgea the air in vain 

A tearless anguish flamed from Poland's eyes 
When the red Deluge closed above her head 
Sodden with sufoitig and unwept tears, 



The heaaHi of pled in Bilence stem ; 

Poor Stalv ley in Eer guatded grave, 

{Idr life ail erouching In one listening senses 
Tq catch aught stimtig in the uppiT world; 

Oat of the Sorth the Erute Coloe&us strode. 

With grimlj solemn pace, proud in the might 
That moves not but to orush, and terribly towered 
Its growing shape thro’ Battle’s bloody gap 
Whore Nations fell; and like a Cyclops^eye 
Its one idea lit it to the prey: 

While pale ICxpedieney paltered for 
Our peaceful clianoe of being eaten last. 

And England slumbered in the lap of Peace, 
BeneathlioT grand old Oak which, hale and strong, 
Bode down the storm, and wrestled with the winds, 
To rise in pomp of bloom, and p«ean of song. 
Green with the sap of many hundred springs ; 

And tossed its giant arms in wanton lile, 

Like Victory smiling in the sun of Glory. 

She saw not how the woims cat out its uearti. 

Life deftly masks the hiding>plaeo oi death; 

And Hum leads his Bride m a garland green 
For sacrifice. So England slept iu peace. 

And in the glamour of her drcvim she saw 
Brave fancies foot it holding Freedom’s p<il]. 
Waving their funeral links fur bridal lights. 

f 

Came Nemesis, her lightnings stabbed the dark, 

To show the way, and st'n tied England woke ! 
Behold the glorious ereitur<‘ leaping from 
Delilah’s iap, to the battle-ciiariot, , 

Like fiU rnucss stript for sh ilc. Cli im-wooing War 
hfirrois hiH tornbh beauty in lur face ; 
li^r heart is djiieiiig to a loftier tone. 

On fire to bring the dt ath-Btrokes hand to hand. 
The lirightnosB of her look eottsumes the doud. 

Ah, God hatli called JIis Chosen onco again, 

And tlie Old Guard of Freedom takes the field. 





1*1 ifirm i*J 9 v.'^ >a-ln 



spiiDte M>ud <3ataraQ^ «ke shoals for tho stri^^ 
And hnrte Itor hurr^riti^ waires of valor down, 
Tho ftlorious shoddier of intrepid blood 
Huruee thro* aU hor voins, and Victory’s voice 
CMcs from tho inmobt oracle of her soul, 
tfer s^ft avenging armaments shall fUme 
O^er land and sea, sublime as when of old 
With a colossal calm she rode the waves 


Of war, that heaved magnihccnt in stoim. 

'J’he noble prophecy of r^nod ago 

Was on her youthful brow; fulmmont comes. 

She lifts the Ark of Freedom in hor aims, 

Safe thro’ the deluge of a warring woild. 


II. 

For Freedom’s battle march anld Scotland’s brave. 
Anti Edinburgh streets are piled with lilo to-day 
High on her crags the royal City sits. 

And sees the hies of uar far-wjndmg out, 

And with the gracious golden ^fornmg smiles 
Her proudest blessing down. Old Aruiur’s beat 
Fluigs up his cap of cloud for brave success, 

The Veiitlands hit their veil and lean to see, 

But the old Castle stiindeth stiidly sttrn, 

As some scarred Olncf who sends his bo\ s to battle : 
While the bea flashts in tho sun, oui bhicld, 

So rich in record of hoioic names ^ 

ir 

The gay Hussars come riding thro’ the to-an, 

A li3it of tiiumph spaikling in their t yts , 

The Muaio gooth shouting in tlicir 7 >raisb, 

Like a 3bii<l people round the Vn toi's car; 

Aud Highland plumfts togt ttur nod as though 
There wont the FunAw lleaisc of a Russiau Host: 
Tho bickering bayonets flutter wings of fin, 

And gaily sounds the March o’ the Cameron Mmi. 
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swoepiag^men to battle 
Singing the fre^an’s songs of fiitherland— ^ 
7h0 banners wi^ old batue^mexaoricB sti^red^ 
The ^ave of Beauty’'s hand •— meed of her eyes*-*- 
The thrilling Pibroch, and the wild war-dram, 

The stern sword-music of our grand Uurrah, 

And answering cheer for death or victory — 

Ail make mo tingle with a triumph of luo, 

And I could weep that 1 am left behind. 

To SCO the tide ebb where I may not follow. 

And there tlu'y march a-field, those gallant men ; 
To win proud death, or larger life, they leave 
Homo's rosy circle ringed with blessings rich^ 

For the far darkness, and tlio battle^cloud, 

Whore many have fall’ll, and many yot must fall| 
In spurring their great hearts up to the leap, 

For such bravo dashes at unconquered heights. 

shadow of solemn sorrow falls behind, 

Where sobbing Sweethearts look their loving last. 
And weeping Wives hold up the little ones. 

The sun sets in their faces, life grows gru.y. 

And sighs of desolation sw ecp its desert. 

The winter of the heart aches in the eyes 
Of Mothers who have given their all, t^cir all. 

And yet methinks the Heroic Time returns, 

Such look of triiim}>h lit the moiiueHt faco 
To-day : there* st»cmc<i no heart so eartliy but 
Had some blind gropings after nobler life, 

Witti hands that rcaeht toward Ood’s Gate Beau¬ 
tiful. 

Our Engl.iTid ^irighfning thro* the baftl<H 5 moke, 
Ifad toiicht tln*ni with her glory’s lovelier light. 
And though tlicir d«irlings fall, and tho’ th6j die 
In this death-grapple in the night with Wrong ; 
The meiuory of their proud deeds cannot die. 

They may go down to dust ip bloody shrouds. 

And sleep in nameless tombs. But for all fdme, 
gj^uudlings of Fame are our beloved Lost, 


eUtidW iai 


■T. 


For me, thie day of elorioufl lifo ehaU be 
One of the starry brmes of Memory, 

Whoso ^IftieiriDg fiices light idio night of soul. 


IXI. 

TvnNS a garland fbr tbo grave 
Of our Boaatlful! our Brave * 
And thoir names in glory grave 
Who have died tor us. 

Jligh the battlo-bannor vravc ! 
U'hoy have ijerislit but to save. 
They have leapt a Curtian grave 
In their pride for us. 


IV. 


Our old War-banners on the -wind 
Wera dancing merrily o’er tlicm ; 

Our-half world husht with hope behind - 
The sullen Foe before them! 

They trodo their march of battle, bold 
As doath-devotod freemen, 

Like those Three Hundred Greeks of old, 
Or Home’s immortal Three Men. 

All, 'V It tory I joyful Vtetory * 

Like Love, thou bringost sorrow; 

But, O ! tor such an hour with thcc, 
Who could not die to-morron ? 

With towering heart and lightsome feet 
They went to their liigh xdaces, 

The dory valor at white lieat 
Was flashing in their faces' 
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Hagni^M^t in baAtl0«rdbe^ 

And radiant, aiET ftom atar-lands, 
^hat spirit bhone girds onr glqba 

With glory, as with garlands ! 

Ah, Victory ! joyfcil Victory ! 

Like Lo\e, thou bringest sorrow; 
But, O t ibr such an hour with thee, 
Who could not die to-morrow? 


They saw the Angel Iris o’er 
Their deluge or grim fire; 

And with thetr life s last tide they bore 
The Ark of Freedom higher! 

And grander ’tis i’ the dii£ of death 
To ride on Battle’s billows. 

When Victory’s kisses take the breath,^ 
Than sink ou balmiest pillows ! 

Ah, Victory ! joyful Victory! 

Like Lo\e, thou hJringest sorrow ; 

But, O ! for such an hour with thee. 
Who could not die to-morrow ? 


Bra\e Hearts, with noble feeling flusht. 
In ripe and ruddy liot 
But Yesterday ! how arc ye husht 
Beneath the smile of Quiet! 

For us they pour’d their Blood like wine, 
From liio’s ripe-gather’d claslc'ra ; 

And far thro’ Iiibtory*H night shall shine 
TJioir deeds AMth starry lustres. 

Ah, Viehiry ! joyful Victory ! 

Like Love, thou bnngest sorrow ; 

But, O ! for such an hour with thee, 
Who could not die to-jnorrow ? 


We laid them not in Churchward home. 
Beneath onr darling daisies : 

But to their rude mounds Love will come. 
And sit, and sing their praises. 



^ li 

And sootl^ sw^t js^all be their rest ^ 

Wihere v icto^’a h&nds hare crotm’d ^beni; ^ 

]^rth OUT lirlotker’s bosom prest, 

Apd Heaven’s arina around them. 

All, Victory! wyfnl Victory ! 

Like ItO'^ o, thou bringest sorrow ; 

But, O I Tor such an hour with theo. 

Who could not die to-morrow ^ 

Yes, there they lie "ncath Alma’s sod. 

On pillows dark and gory, — 

As brave a host as ever trod 
Old England’s fields of glory. 

With head to home and face to sky. 

And foot the T>rant spuming. 

So ^and they look, so proud they lie. 

Wo weop lor glorious yearning. 

Ah, Vj( tory ^ jiyful Victory ! 

Like Love, thou bringest sorrovv ; 

But, O ! fur bucli an hour with thee. 

Who could not die to-morrow? 

They in lafe's outer circle sleep. 

As each in death stood Sentry \ 

And with our England’s Dead still keep 
Their watch for kin and country. 

IJp Alma, in their red footfalls, 

Comes Freedom's dawn ^a toiluus, 

Such graves are courts to f< stal lialls * 

They banquet with the Cloiioub. 

Ah, Victory* joyful Victory* 

Like Lo>o, tliou biingcbt soirow ; 

But, O > lor such an hour with thee, 

"VV ho could not die to-morrow? 

Our Chiefs who matcht the men of yore, 

And bore onr shield's groat luirden,— 

The nameless Heroes of the Poor, — 

They hll shall have their guerdon. 
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txi Bllent eloquenoQ, each life 
The Elarth iiolds up to heaven; , 
And Britain gives for Child and Wife, 
As those dear hearts have given. 

Ah, Victory * joyful Victory ! 

Like Iiove, thou bringest sorrow ; 
But, O ! for such an hour with theo, 
Who could not die to-nionow? 

The spirits of our fathers still 
Stand up in battle by us; 

And in our need, on Alma hill. 

The Lord of Hosts -was ni^li us. 

Lot Joy or Sorrow brim our 
’Tis an exultant story, 

How England's Chosen Ones wont up 
Red Alma's hill ti> glory. 

Ah, Victory ! joyful Viebny * 

Like Love, thou bringest soi row ; 
But, () ! for suoh an lioiir with thee, 
Who could not die to-uiorrow ? 


V. 

TwrvE a garland for the grai c 
Of our B autiful ' our Bravo* 
An<l their names in glory grave 
Who have died lor us. 

High the battle-banner iive * 
Tlicy Inivc perisUt but to save, 
They have leapt a Ourtian gra>e 
In then pride for us. 
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VI. 

How th^y conquer, gallant giiaxdota, with the red 
wet eword m hand I 

How thy lilc, at their bravo ardors, orimsuns high 
with health. Old Land! 

How they mn the race i>f glory ! how they light 
these darkened yearsT 

In our land’s heruio story, His the proudest tale of 
tears. 

In the Alma’s vineyards ruddy, did they toil for 
our incrccibe; 

In the fields of battle bloody, they shall plant our 
palms of Peace. 

They may rc'st b\ Alma river , they may die in 
desorts drear : 

Hut for over, and for ever, shall our country hold 
them dear. 

With her smile tho Angel Duty lit their bro^s as 
with a crown; 

And for love ot her dear beauty they to death go 
grandly down. 

Eyes may wee^p tlio unretuming ; hearts will break 
with Mother and Undo . 

But, on Britain’s front iio mouming glooms ibr 
those who thus ha\o died 


V tl 

Twink h garland for tho grave 
Of our BiMiutiful ’ our Br.i\e ^ 
And their names in glory grave 
Who ha\e died for us. 
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Higli the biittlo-biiTiner WRyo ! 
They hoYo pcrisht bat to save, 
1!bey have leapt a Cariran 
Ta their pride for us. 


VIII. 

SfT proud iu your saddles! grip tightor eicU blade! 
'Wg ride, ho, wo ride a magiiiuoout raid 1 
To-day win a glwy that never shall fade. 

Old England for ever ! Ilurrah! 

O the lightning of life ! O the tliunder of steeds ! 
Oreat thoughts burn within ns lik<* fiory seeds, 
Swift to flame out a red fruitige of diHMls. 

Old Euglaud for ever! Hurrah ! 

O the wild joy of Warriors going to die, 

All Sword, and all Flame, with our brows lifted 
high! 

Hide on, ha])py bind, for the glory swims nigh. 
Old England for over! Hurrah I 

Chariots fire in th<» dark of death stand; 

Down thro the battlo-eloud roaelies a Hand 
To crown all who die for their own dear land. 

Old Englfiml for ewr ! llurr.ih i 

The Sea of Flame wraps us now! take one lung 
breath. 

And plunge for the parbse uf Immortals, beneath. 
Shout to the cannonade, shouting to Death : 

Old En^ind for ever! Hurrah f 



or iHlb WAtt. 

Spring to now * clash thro’ now ’ and cleave crest 
and crown ' 

For each foo round you strown now, a'Vroath of 
renown ' 

In a red rain of Sabres ride down, dash them down. 

Old England for over I ^ Hurrah! 

Chargo back ! onco again wo must rido the death- 
rido, 

You Vich)r-few smiling in terrible pride ! 

Charge home I smoking hell of horse, grim, glori* 
fied * 

Old England for over! Hurrah ! 

Now cheer for the living * now cheer for tho dead * 

Now cheer fur the dcHvI on that hill-side red . 

The glory is gatlured for England’s head. 

Old England lor c\er ! Hurrah! 


IX. 

Au, weep not for the llorocs whom we never more 
4 shall see , 

Ah, weep we were iiol with them in their ruddy 
re’i elry! 

Ciiv»d of Batth's ! but ’twere glorious to have mount¬ 
ed Victory’s C<ir, 

"When tho Chivalry ol Europe smote tho squadrons 
of the C^ar ! 

’Tis brave, while banners wave, to bo whore Froo- 
doni’H Chimpions aio, ■ 

And burst u|xm the Enemy like Gods from clouds 
of war! 

Our Old Laud beauteous leans above her darlings 
as they die, 

And, boom’d in her arms of loVe, her slain ones 
richly llo. 
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We tbem for tho Battle, who buimarcht 

to the ; 

Some wore ripop for tlio Bridal — some were 
* gjay ami su^tq 

With a kicfljt foi Child and Wife, some wont out m 
W^’e red wia< k, 

And to ^e land fhat gives us life, Who’d grudge 
to gl\e it Kif k ? 

1 had a gallant Brother, loyed ut Ik mo, and dear to 
me— 

I have a mourning Mothor, winsome Wife, and 
Children threo — 

Ho lit B vTitli Balafclava’s dead But lot tho Old 
I end call, 

And wo’d give our Ihing loinuant, and uo’d follow 
one and all * 


Wo speak a few weak woids, hut tho great ^icarts 
gone to God, 

They have fought with then bwoids —won our 
battles red t-sliod * 

While wo sat at home, hiave lauicls for our I^and 
they wont to win , 

And with BmilcB V ilhalla lightens as our Heroes 
enter in. 


They bore our B inner A mb ss to the death, as to 
the fight, 

They Id ted Engl ind peoilcBS to tho old lieioic 
h^ 'ght. 

We Wt cp iiotfor tho lleiocs wliom wo never more 
snail bic,— 

"Wc weep we were not with them ir» tlicir ruddy 
revelry. 
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X. 

Twine a garland for tin* gravo 
Of our Beautiful I our Brave ! 
And their naiuos in glory gra^e 
Wlio have died Tor us 
High the battle-banner wave! 
They have porJsht but to save, 
They have leapt a Curtian grave 
lu their pride for us. 


xr. 

You brave, you bonny Nlglitingalo, 

You aie no summer Bird ; 

Your music sheathes an Army’s wail 
That pi chives hko a Sword. 

All niglit bhe sings, bra\e Nightintrale, 
AVitli lier hi east against the thorn , 
n<‘r saintly patu^ico doth not fail^ 

She keejieth watch till morn. 

Ah, sing, you bonniest Bird of God, 
The night is sad .tnd long ; 

To dying eais—to broken liearts — 
You sing an Angel’s song] 

She sings, she sings, brave nightingale. 
And weary warrior souls 
Are caught up into Slumber’s heaven, 
And lappctl in Bov e's v\ tiiin lolds. 

* O Bing, O sing * bravo Nightingale, 
And .it v our magic note 
Upon sea victoriously 

The sinking soul will float. 
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Q sing, O Slug ^ l^ra\e NigbCingalc, 

Ana lure thorn back again* 

Whose path is lost and spirit orost, 

In dark i^ild woods of Pam. 

She sings, she sings, brn.i(^ Nightingale, 

Sho meathes a grac ions balm , 

Her presence breaks the wa^cB of war, 

She smiles them into calm 
Sho Bings, she sings, biavo Nightingale, 

Of an Id Lang syno and Homt. 

And life grows light, the woild glows blight. 
And blood runs ri^ with bloom. 

‘ Day unto day her dainty b inds 
Make Life’s soileil tempbs eban, 
j\jid there’s a lyakd of gloi y wluic 
Her spirit pure hath bo( n. 

At midnight, tbro^ that shadow-land, 

Her liMiig fhee doth gleim 
The d\ ing kiss her sh ulow, ind 
I be Dead smile ui their dii im. 

* Br*uo Biid of Lo\o, in T ilc’s sweet Ma^ , 

She lose up from tlie fcabt, 

To sbiue aboio our Banrui, 
lake God s Angrl m the 1 ist 
Biaio Bud of Lift, wave In ahng wings 
O’er that giay Lxnd o’ the Deid, 

God’s Heaven lie louiid 3011 like a shield, 

Hu!til's blcBbings on 3001 head ” 


The Rose did lift her vt il, and blush 
At her bower-door liko a Bride , 

The shy brown birds came baik with Spring, 
In our merry gret n woods to hide 
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Bat tfiere sho sang, onr Kiglitingale f 
Till War’s storu hearLgrew mild; 

Aud, nestling in tho arms of i’eace» 

Ho slumbered like a Child. 


XII. 

’IVas Midnight ore our Guns’ grim laugh at their 
wild work did cease. 

And at the smouldering fires of War we lit the 
pipe of peace. 

At Four, a hurst of Bells went up thro’ 'Nlghi’s 
Cathedral dark. 

It seemed so like out Sabbath-chimes, we could but 
lie, und hark! 

So like tlie Bells that call to prayer in the dear ^ 
]ai»d far aAvny ; 

Their music doated on the air, and kist us — to 
betray. 

Our camp lay on the shadowy hill, all silent as a 
cloud. 

Its very heart of life stood still — and the wliite 
Mist brought its shroud ; 

For Death was talking in the dark, and giimly 
smiled to sec 

How all was ranged and ready for liis sumptuous 
jubilee* 

0 wily are the Kussians, and they came to their 
wild w ork . 

Their feet all shod for silenee in the best blciod of 
tho Turk I 

While in its banks our fiery tide of War serenely 
slept. 

Their subtle serpontry unrolled, and stealthily^ 
they crept If 



OF Tm W4R» 

In tbo Ruins of the Valley do the Birds of Oa:r- 
nagostir? 

A rnstlo in tihe p;loom like wheels! feet trample ~ 
bullets whir — 

Blessed God! the Foe is on us. Now the Bugles 
with a start 

Thrill — like the cry of a wrongdd Queen — to 
the red roots of the heart; 

And lon^ and loud the wild war-drums with throb¬ 
bing triumph roll, — 

A sound to set the blood on fire, and warm the 
shivering soul. 

■ 

The war-worn and the weary leapt up ready, fresh, 
and true! 

No weak blood curdled white i’ the face, no valor 
turned to dow; 

Majestic as a God defied, arose our Fiigllsh Host—* 

All ft>r the peak of Peril rusht each for the 
fiorioHt jx»st! 

Thro’ the mist, and thro* the mud, and o'er the 
hill-brow scowling grim. 

As is the frtiwn of Murder when he dreams his 
dreadful dream. 

On Bayonets and hwords tlio smile of conscious vic¬ 
tory shone. 

And down to death wo daslit the Rebels plucking 
at our Throne. 

On, on they oumc^ wltli face of flame, and storm of 
shot and shell — 

Up ! Up * like heaven-scalers, as wo sent them back 
to Hell. 

i\ii Bridf^groom leaves his wedded Bride in gentle 
slumbers scaled, 

Our England slumbcri^d iji the West, whCh her 
Warriors went a-field. 

We thought Cf her, and swore that day td strike 
A immortal blows, 

Aiftl our loaguerod line the roar of jMtttlc n>a0. 
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Her BaonoFi? waved like blessing bandsy and vfQ 
knew it was the hour 

For a glorious grip till fingers niet in the throat of 
Kastjian power 

And at a bound, and with a sound that madly 
cried to kiU, 

The Lion of Old England leapt like lightning fiom 
the hill. 

And there he stood superb, thro’ all that Sabbath 
of the Sword, 

And there he blew, with a terrible scorn, his hun¬ 
ters, horde on horde. 

All Hell seemed bursting on us, as the yelling 
Demons camo t— 

The Cannon’s tongues of quick red fire llckt ail tlie 
hills a-flamo ' 

Mad wliistlinz shell, wild sncorjng shot, with dev¬ 
ilish gl^ went past, 

Ijike fiendish feet and laughter hurrying down the 
battle-blast. 

An^ 4 -T.ro’ the air, and round the hills, thcie ran a 
wrack siiblimo, 

As tho’ the Etoriiars Ark wore crashing on tho 
shores of Time. 

No Sun * but none is needed, — Men can feel their 
way to fight, 

Tho lust of BatSe hi their face—eyes filled with 
fiery light; 

And long ere dawn was red in Ileaven, upon the 
dark earth lay 

The prophesying morning-red of a great and glo¬ 
rious d.iy. 

Like the old Sea, white-lipped with rnge, they 
dash, and foun despaii 

On ranks of lock, .md w hat a pn/o for the Wrecker 
De.ith was there * 



Bui as Hw^ RiFer Ploasaanoo, did ouF fellows 
take that dood, 

With a Tojal throhbiog in the palso that beat to* 
lupWous blood : 

The Ootirds wont down to the fight in grey, but 
now they’re gory red — 

Christ save tltein, they’re surroimdod ! Leap your 
rafenarts of the dead, 

, And back the desperate battle, for there is but one 
short stride 

Between the Russ and victory ! One more tug, you 
true and tried ! 

Clory to God ! They are here ! with bloody spur 
Ride, Bosqnet, ride ' 

Down like a flood from Etna foams their valor’s 
burning tide. 

» Now, God for Merrio England, cry! Hurrah for 
France the Grand, 

And chargo tlie foe together, all abreast, and hand 
to hand! 

He but caught a shadowy glimpse across tho smoke 
of Alma’s fray 

Of the Dt'stroying Angel that shall smite his 
strength to-day. 

We shout and charge together, and again, again, 
again, 

Our plunging battle tears its path, and paves it 
with tuc slain. 

Hurrah ! the miglity host doth melt before our 
fervent heat; 

Against our side its breaking heart doth faint and 
fainter beat. 

And O but ’tis a gallant show, and a merry match, 
^ as thus 

We ftound into the glorious goal with shouts victo* 
rious ! 
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From morn tlU flight, we foQglit ot(p ^ght, atid at 
the set of son 

Stood Cononerora on tokermaim —^ our Soldiore’ 
Battle won. 

That morn thoir legions stood like corn iu its pomp 
of golden grain' 

That night the ruddy sheaves wore reapt upon the 
misty plain! 

For wo cut thorn down hy thunder-strokes, and 
piled the shocks of slain : 

The hill-side like a vintage ran, and reel’d Death’s 
harvest-wain. 

Wo had hungry hundreds gone to sup in Paradise 
that night, 

And rohea of Immorhility our ragged Braves be- 
dight« 

Tiiey feirin Boyhood’s comely bloom, and Bra¬ 
very’s lusty pride; 

But they mado thoir bod o’ the Bussian dead, ore 
tWy lay down and died. 


W" gathered round the tent-fire in the evening cold 
and gray, 

And thought of those who rankt with us in Battle’s 
rioli array, 

Our Comrades of the mom who came no more from 
that fell fray! 

The salt tears wrung out in the gloom of green 
dolls far away — 

The eyes of lurking Death that in Life’s crimson 
babbles play — 

The stem white faces of the Dead that on the dark 
ground lay 

Like Statues of old Heroes, cut in prooioua hirman 
clay — 

Some with a smile as life had stopt to music 
proudly gay — 
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The houB^old Gods of many a heart all dark and 
dumb to-day i , 

And hard hot eyes gro'W ripe fbr teatiB, and hearts 
sank down to*pray. 

From alien lands, and dungeon-grates, how eyes 
will strain to mark 

This waving Sword of Freedom burn and beckon 
thro’ the dark! 

The Martyrs stir in bloody grazes, the rusted 
armor rings 

Adown the long aisles of tho dead, whore lie tbo 
warrior 

To tbo mighty Mother England came the radiant 
Victory 

With Laurels red, and a bitter cup like Christ’s 
last agony. 

She took the cup, she drank it up, she raised her 
laurelled brow: 

Her sorrow seemed like solemn joy, she lookt so 
noble now. 

The dim divine of distance died the purpled Past 
grew wan, 

As came this crowning Glory o’er the heights of 
Inkcrmann 


XIII* 

Czar Nicholas called to North and South, 
“ Ootoc, see tho world’s great show» 
f’ll thrust my head in the Lion's n outh,” 
And he laught, “ Ha» Ha ' Ho ' Bto !” 
** I am the Lion-Tamer dread-— 

I make the old brute quail' ” 

The Lion he shook his incredalous head, 
wagged his dubious tail. 
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O iilio Idoo Ifly doMm in iho pcido of Ills might ; 

^Twas a bravot m^nanimoos boast! 

O thd Tiion loapt up to his shaggiest height; 

The lord of a blcmy feast! 

!N^ow hold, no^ hold« thou desperate man, 

Or thy braggart cheek may pale; 

Lo! Terror tow’rs mighty in his maue. 

And Yengeanoe tugs at his tail. 

Like a statuo of Satan, Nick, alas * stood. 

And he chuckled a low lying laugh: 

The world is my Knoutshin's whipping-top: 

Uot blood for wine 1 quaff! ’' 

He called to North, he called to Sooth, 

** Come, see the old brute quail; 

I’ll thrust my head in his mumbling mouth: ” 
The Lion ho wagged his tail. 

He thrust his head in the Lion’s mouth ; 

Ho ! Ho * hut the spdrt was rare ^ 

The Lion smelt blood in the giant’s breath, 

A*' 1 his clencht teeth held nim there. 

Then he eried, from heti?v oen the gates of death. 
With the voice of a Spirit in bale, 

“ Now God-a-meroy on my soul! 

Does the Lion wag his tall ? ” 

Then each one strove to say him 
But oiich one lield his breath ; 

For the fires of hell lit the Lion’s eyes. 

And his looks communed with Death! 

The <?iant’B heart melts like 6no^|^»^h|S mouth. 
Ills voice is a woman’s wail; t 

The Avenger knocks at the door of his Hfb, 

In that lash of the Lion's tail. 

A low, dread sound, as from underground. 

Now signals the realms of the dead ; 

And the Tamer lies tamed on the earth full-length 
That IS, except — a head. 
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'And the poor aid heaat, dt whoso mild 

The meanest thing darea rail. 

Shakes his mane like a Oonqueror’s bloody plumes. 
And-^quietly wags hia &il. 


XIV, 

** Arottnd us the night closes dense as a wood. 

The Stars down the darkness like eerie eyes brood; 

While out through the nightfall my fearless 
thoughts flee 

To him who is fighting far over the sea. 

** Across the mirk, moorland the birds of night 
cry; 

A wind stirs my flesh as of Ghosts gliding by ; 

Oh, clasp thy hands, pretty one, kneel down with 
me, 

And pray for thy father far over the sea. 


Oil, hravo is my Donald, and giillant and gay 
Ho*ll flash through tho fight in the wild, bloody 



He’s lying, poor Wife! with the valiant and tried, 
Who to-nignt poured their life on a ruddy hill- 
aide; 

And still she elin^ tenderly, Over the sea, 

Blow, breezes, ana bring back my darling to me.*’ 



* * I, ^ 

Heft soul it diti smilfngy all m^lc as a dova. 

In her pure perf^t fnoe that was lighted with lore; 
Her ehud to the full heart endearing she drewt 
And bowed like a Flower ’ncath its Mossltig of dew 


Some luminous Beauty glides over tho phioo, 

A white mist of glory ^ a white Bpirit-face ! 

And a starry shape comes slow and sweet from the 
gloom; 

God help thee, poor Widow ’ thy Husband is home! 

Sho knows not the Presence that liorcreth u<gh. 
Nor whence fell the slumber that healed her heart’s- 
cry; 

But she weeps in her vision, and praynrfhlly 
Still murmurs, God send him back safely to me! 


•XV. 

Wild is the wintiy weather! 

Bark is tho night, and cold! 

All closely we crowd together. 

Within the family fold. 

A muto and mighty Shadow dies 
Across the land on wings of gloom' 

And thro’ each Home its awful oyos 
May lighten with tlioir stroke of doom. 
Life’s light burns dim we hold the breath 
r All sit stern in tho shadow of Beath, 

Around tho household fire 
This Winter‘s-night in Fn^and, 

Straining our ears n>r the tidings of War, 
Holding our hearts, like Beacons, up higher. 
For those who are fighting afar. 
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We talk of Britatn^fl g^*>yyf 
We sitig some brato old song» 

Or tell the thrilling story 

Of her wrestle with the Wrong. 

Till we clutch the spirit sword for the strifi^y 
AxkL into our Best would rather fait 
Down Battle’s cataract of life, 

Than turn the white face to the wall. 

Sing, O, for a charge victorious! 

And th e meekest face grows glorious! 

As we sit by the household hro. 

This Winter’s-night m England, — 

Out souls witliin os like stoods ot War! 

And we hold our hearts, like Beacons, up higher. 
For those who are hgliting aihr. 

And oft in silence solemn 

We peer from Night’s dark tent, 

And see the quivering column 

Like a cloud by lightning rent. ^ • 

For death, how merry they mount and ride ! 

Those swords look keen for their lap of gore * 
Such Valor leaps out Dwfied * 

Such souls must rend the Clay tlioy wore ! 

IIow proud they sweep on Glory’s track T 
So many start! so few come back 
To sit ^ tlie household fire, 

On a Wintcr’s-night in England, 

And with rich tmre wash their wounds of W ar, 
Where we hold our hearts, like Beacons, up 

higher, 

For those who aro fighting aihr. 

We thrill to the Clarion’s clangor, 

And harness for the fight: 

With the Warrior’s gloiious anger, 

W o aro nobly mad to smite: 
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No dalliance, save with Hate, hold we. 

Where Life and Death keep bloody tryst, 

And all the rod Reality 

Reols on iis thtouglr a mardi^r-mist! 

Wave upon wave rolls Ruin’s flood. 

And the hosts of the Tyrant melt in blood. 

As we sit by the household fire; 

This Wintor’s-night in England, 

And our color flies out to the* music of War, 
While we hold our hearts, like Beacons, up 
higher. 

For those who are fighting afar. 

Old England still hath Ueroes 
To wear her sword and shield I 
Wo knew them not while near us. 

Wo know them in the field ! 

Look ! how the Tyrant’s hills they cUinb, 

To hurl our gage in his grim hold ! 

The Titans of uarlier time, 

Tho’ largor-limb’d, were smaller-sourd * 

Laurel, Amaranth, light their brow ' 

Livhtg or dead, wc crown them now I 
As we sit by tho iiuusehold fire, 

This Wintor^s-night in England: 

From the white clifl’s watching the storm of War. 
Holding our hearts, like Beacons, up higher, 
For those who are fighting afar. 

O ! their brave love hath rootage 
In the Old Land, deep and dear, 

And Life’s ripe, ruddy iruitage 
Hangs sumiDiidug for thorn hero ! 

And tender eyes, tear-luminous. 

Molt thro* the dark of dreamland skies, 

While, pleading aye for home and iis. 

The Jieart is one live brood of cries ? 

Old feelings cling \ O how Miey cling! 

And swoet birds Sing! O how they ^ 
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Them iTiiok to the houai^liold fire. 

This Wiutc‘i’8 njght lu Lngltind, 

Where wo wait loi tlum Tvcary and wounded fVom 
War, 

Holding OUT hcaits, like Ileacons, higher, 

For 1^086 mIio are lighting afar ! 

Ah, mo! how many a Maiden 
Will wake o’ nights, to hud 
Her tree of life, lo\ o-laden, 

Swept bare in this iMld wind ' 

The Bird of bliss, to many a nest, 

Will come back never, never mo ’ 

So many n goodly, gallant crest 

That waied to victory, now Iks low * 

We pray for th< m, we Kar for them. 

And Bilentl'y drop a tear for them, 

As we sit by the household fiit^, 

This Wintei’s-night in Knglaiid, 

Each life looking out tor its own love-star ^ 
Holding our hearts, like Bt^cons, up higher, 
Foi those who arc lighting atar. 

But, thcre’^ nu land like England, 

W herover that land may bc' * 

Of all the world ’tis king-land 
Crown’d, by its Bride, the Sea ^ 

And they shall nst i’ the balmiest lied, 

Who battle fo^^ it, and bleed for it • 

And they shall bo head of the (jrlorious Diad, 
Who die in the hour of m ed lor it ’ 

And long shall we sing of thiir dec‘ds divine, 

Jn songs that waiui the heart like wine. 

As we sit by the household fire. 

On a Winter’s-night in England, 

And the talc is told ot this nieht of Wai, 

How we held our hearts^ like Beacons, up 
higher. 

For those who were fitting ai^ltr. 
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XVI. 

Sitting in liu boiiow lono, 

8tiU our Mother makes her mpan. 

For the Lost; an 4 to the Martyr's Ilill our 
til oughts in mourning go 
O, that dostrt of th( Dead, 

Who lay down in their deatli-bod. 

With tlnnr winding-sheet and wreath ot winter 
snow! 

Into glory had they rode 
iV’hon the tide of tiiuinpli flowed, 

Not a tear would we shed lor the heroes lying low. 
But our hearts br^ak fl>r the Dead, 

In their desolate death-bed, 

With tlifir windiiig-slmct and wloath of winter 
snow. 

Praying breath rose wliite in air, 

B^es were set in a shun ataio, 

Hands wen stretcht for help that came not as they 
sank in silonce low 

Oiir gland, our gracious Dead, 

“VN ho lay down in their death-bed, 

With their winding-sheet and wreath of winter 
snow. 

Now the winter snows are gone, 

And Earth smiles as though the Dawn 
Had dome up from it in Blowers — such a light of 
grace doth glow 

All about our darkened Dc^ad, 

Who lay down in their death-bed. 

With their winding-shcct and wreath of winter 
snow. 
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never, never more, 
domeu the iSprlrig tliat will restore 
To their own love, their own land, tho dear'Onea 
lying low 

On the Martyrs’ Hill, our Bead 
Who lay down in their death-bod. 

With their wmding-sheot and wreath of winter 
snow. 

Till with victory God replies, 

Shall oiir battle storm the skies. 

And our living heroes think, as they grapple with 
the Ibc, 

Of our perisht, peerless Bead, 

Who lay down in their doath-bed, 

With their winding-^iibut and wreath ot winter 
snow. 

Through a hundred battles rod. 

Shall their Qoat overhead : 

Into ovci lasting flowers shall their tnaicyr memo- 
niHj blow. 

So wo crown our glorias Bead, 

Who lay down in their doath-bed. 

With their winding-sheet and wreath of winter 
* snow. 


XVtI. 

How siiall I help thee, Mother, in thy need? 

1 (ried. and loukt my life out thro’ mine eyes, 
Across the smoke of thy great SacrUice. 

(live mo some perilous post, or daring deed. 

(> might 1 breathe in Song heroic breath. 

And strike my haip, as Higlitniiig smitt.8 his wires. 
To bear Uod's message with celestial iuob' 
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SK^ how the Glory of our land hatli^ii^ilW,; 

Slur miiloight psuans hy the Martyrs’ graves; 

Walk Wars red highways, •\oyage grim w£do 
waves. 

Or in an English clioi r go down to death, 

Where the soul buist m wings on Battle's wind i 
Ko ! England wa^os lier Minstrels lorth to find 
Our Lion Heart again In Austiia’s prison. 


XVTII. 

Thbt ha VO died, out true and tried, ere Our flag 
victorious flew 

O’er the burning battle-hell, wc must ride to 
conquest through. 

But they (ued, our Glorifiod! on the field of their 
renown; 

And died wh(»i the prido of tho Focman’s 
power went down. 

Bury them on Oatlicart’s Hill, ’tlsa ikmoiis grave i 

Bury them on Cathcart’s 1011 with our bravest 
Brave I 

A proud flame in tho Death-wind wa'Ncd tho 
Warrior's soaring plume • 

Stern in Ins shroud ol hio, the Foe glared from hi8 
burning tomb ! 

Victory’s shouts ringing as they flasht from 

out the strifb, 

To meet God’s angels bringing gai lands for Iho 
Kings of Bile. 

Buty them on Cathcart's Hill, ’tis a Ikmoils grave I 

Bury them on Cathcart’s Ilill'*with«onr bravest 
Jferave» 

17 
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Bear them to that grave in a solemn march aixd 
slow, 

Let Mubio talk m t( iis o\r tho groat ones 1 iyi|i;g 
low; 

^^key Will sleep calm and d< cp when the battle- 
♦ biigh 8 blow , 

A sumptuous monument the y shall haTS when next 
wo meet tho Foe' 

Bury them on Cathcait's Hill, ’tie a famous grave' 

Bury them^ on Catlicart's Hill with our bravest 
Brave' 

Wc quaff our cup o’ the vintage, and from darkened 
depths arise 

The hubbies, like the toais that plead in Desolation’s 
eyes, 

Yet there’s glory in our grief—- ’tis a glory that 
shall grow 

Vtheu. our N>riow hath no morrow, and ’twos 
centuries ago 

Bury them on Uatiicait’s Hill, ’iis aihmous grave* 

Bury them on ( athcart s llill with our bravest 
Biavo * 

Bury them on Oathcart’s Hill, — their glory from 
its ciest 

Shall flame, a tenor to the North, a watcliiiro to 
tho West* 

H^y have done with their woik, lay them down to 
their lesfc, 

In then fiand tho b ittlo-hrand, with the b inner on 
rlieir bicast 

Bu^y them on Cathc irt s Hill, ’tis a 1 imous grave * 

Bitry them on CatUeait s Hill with our bravest 
Brave * 
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XIX. 

0 &Ui?riERrNa people, tliis is not our lip;ht, ^ 

Who called a holy rru&ade ibr the 

The Despot 'b bloody g<inie our tricksUus play, 

Apd staie our future, chaiiee by chance, a'nay. 

O darkened hearts in desolate homostead * 

O wasted bravery of our mighty d(*ad ! 

The flower of mou fall Htri(*kon from behind ; 

The Knaves and Cowards stab us hmind and blind. 
With flioes turned from battle, tht^y wont forth . 
We marcht'With ours set stem against the North. 
They shuffled their foot should rouse the dea<l; 
We went with resurreetion in our tn*ad. 

They trembled lest the woild might come to Idpws: 
We quivered for the tug and mortal elose. 

They only m^apt a mild hint for the Czar; 

We would have bled him through a &um|3tuouH war. 
While they were quonc hing rrccdoni s scatLorod 
Arcs, 

We kindled memories of heroic Sires. 

Thoy^d have tills grand old England cringo and 
pray, 

“ Don’t smite mo, Kings; but if you will, you 
may • 

We’d make her as in those proud times of old, 
When Cromwell spoke, and Blake’s war-thundeiiB, 
rolled. 

They to the passing powers of darkness fawn : 
With warricir joy We greet this crimson Dawn. 

To crowned Bloodsuckers they wouhl bind us slaves: 
Wo would bo free, or sloop in glorious graves. • 
Btate-Spidcis, Here or Thero, weave webs alike ; 
These hold the victims, while the others strike. 

The Dwarfs drag our great Banner in the miro : 
We ask for men to bear it high and higher. 

O stop their fiddling over War’s grim revel, 

And pitch thorn from your should^ to—-the Devil 
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Tbxri& was a poor old Woiuan onco, a daughter of* 
oui nation, 

Before the DeMPs portrait stood in ignorant 
adoration. 

** You’ro l)o\iiiif? down to Satan^ Ma’am,” said 
some Spectator ci \ il 

Ah, Sii, It b liLbt to be polite, for wc may go to 
tlio DomI ” 

Bow, bow, bow : 

Wo may go to tbo BcmI, so it’s just as well to 
Ik)\v. 

So England hails the Saviour of Society, and will 
tarry at 

nis feet, nor see her Christ is he who sold him, 
cuist lueaiiot 

By grace of Cod, or sleight of hand, he wears tho 
royal vtsluro, 

And at tliy throne, Divine Success I wo kneel with 
reverent gistui^, 

And bow, bjw, bow ; 

We may go to the De\il, so it’s just as well to 
bow 

O when the Sun is over us, we venerate tho 
sunlight, 

But when Eclipse is over it, we venerate the 
dunlight. 

No*matUr what is uppermost, upon albfours we 
levtl, 

And when lie 11 triumphs over Heaven — conciliate 
the Dovil, 

And. bow* bow, bow * 

We may go to tbe Devil, so it's just as well to 

V bow* 



Gtfmpsks "" 

Ah, Louis, had you couio to us despised and tCh 
jjj0ot«ad, 

Yda might ha\o gone to — Coventry, unnoticed 
and neglected 

But as youVe done on<' Nation so, and loft anotbeP 
underlie. 

We kiss you Sire at Windsor —crown you more 
than king in London, 

And bow, bow, bow ; 

We may go to the De^l, so it^s just as well to 
bow. 

Our IdoPs hands aro red with blood, with blood 
his eyes are sodden, 

But we know ’tis only Russian blood which he has 
spilt and trodden ’ 

He wears the imperial purple now, that plotting 
prince of evil; 

lie lets us share his glory if we bow down to the 
Devil; 

And wo bow, bow, bow: 

Wo may go to the Devil, so it’s just as well to 
Ik)w. 

With hand to liilt, and ear to earth, waits Revolu¬ 
tion, broathless, 

To catch tho resurrection sound of Liberty the 
deathless! 

But we BOO no danger hug us round — no Sword 
hang o’er us gory. 

While to this mocking Mimgo in tho sunset of our 
glory 

We lx>w, bow, bow: 

Wo may go to tlio De\ il, so it’s just as well to bew. 

Back, back, you foolish Pooi»les, slink into your 
weeping places, 

Quench Freedom’s torch in tears, and put her light 
out in your faces t 



lli6 heart of England beats no more to the 
heroic level; 

She poor old Woman bows before her l^>rtralt of' 
the !DeviL 

Bow, bow, bow : 

She may go to the De\Il, so it’s just as well to bow. 


XXI, 

FADiie tho New Aurora 
That so glorious shone aihr. 

We but saw its fair face smiling 
In the wreck-fed waves of war. 

The poaco-fool to his pillow 
Now may sneak, and sleep; 

But a glory gone lor over, 

Wo must weep; lot us weep. 

Sloop the buried thunders; 

Their reverberations cease: 

And the g;rim old War-God 
]V1 list smile — a painted Peace. 
Wild eyes are inad-house windows 
Of Souls tliat plead in vain ! 

Over their old dark sorrow 
Greenoth the soft spring-rain. 

• 

Oowards in tho Council! 

Heroes in the hold * 

Is our short sad stoiy 

By the blood of Martyrs sealed. 

On those lone Grimoan ridges 
In the night our dead arise, 

And the Norland winds oomo wailing 
With their curses, and their cries. 







Sublime in all her suiFeriiig ^ 

In tho 8^ bra\<s ’ 

Poor old ^gland's Tictorios 
Bow her to tho gra\ e * 

On the Soa she kt^eps her Bden, 

But th0 Snake is curled 
Round her heart that will beguile her 
Of her crown of the world- 


Had we struck foir Freedom 
One immortal hattle-blow. 

Like the mon whp rose for England, 
Two hundred years ago, -— 

The dead Nations lying 

Wholre they fought and ltdl of old. 
Would have risen from their prison, 
And ther buried dags unrolled. 

For tho dwellers in tho valleys, 

A returning Spring 
O’er the hills will break and beacon; 

* They will go forth conquering » 
Whon our poor, proud ^SJ^Una 
Low and lone shall lie 
On her soa^rock bound s and Tyrants 
Mock her riding by. 




THE 

BRIDEGROOM OP BEAUTY. 




THE BRIDEGROOM OF BEAUTF. 


Who wears a sinping'-robe is ricljlj dlghi^ 

Said Mallei, he is greater than a King'* 

I would I were a Poet happy-mad; 

Up like a Lark i' the morning of the times. 

To sing above the human har\esters * 

Drop lanoies, dainty-sweet, to cheer their toil, 

And hurry out a ripe luxuriance 

Of life ill song, as though my heart would break ; 

An 1. IiLg ihoiXL sweet atm precious memories. 

And golden promises, and throbbing hopes ; 

Hymn the great future with its mystery. 

That startles ut> from out the dark of time 
W ith secrets numerous os a night of stars 
Those days hung round with loftier heavens, wliore 
move 

The larger souls with grandly solemn pace . 

Or send wronged Nations to the battle-field 
With eyes that weep and bum — stir as with fire 
Ttie grand wild beast of Valor, till ft leapt 
The red Arena fiery for the fight. 

Then bind with garlands brave the Patriot’s brow* 
Anon t would sing songs so swcndly pure, 

That they might pillow a budding Maiden’s chock, 
lake spirit-hands, and catch her tender tears ; 

Or nestle next her heart lapt up in love : —< 

Songs that in far lands, under alimt skies, 
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Shotitd RtoTing fifom English liearts like 
boine. 

l*d atrlv« to btmg down light from Hoaveu to fead 
Tho roocwds 'Writ on Poverty’s prison walls, 

Th^ signs greatness limned in martyr blood. 
And mako worn ^os slow with warmth of love 
Into the Hnoamonts of noavenly beauty. 

Who wears a singing-robe is richly dight; 

The Poet, he is greater than a King 
He plucks tlio veil from hidden loveliness : 

His gusts of music stir the shadowing boughs, 

To let in glory on ilio darkened soul. 

Upon the niEs of light he plants his feet 
To lure the people up with harp and voice; 

At humblest human hearths drops dews divine 
To feed the violet virtues uoBtlhig there. 

His hands adorn the poorest house of life 
With rare abiding shapes of loveliness. 

All tilings obey his sours creative eye ; 

For liim earth ripens fruit-like in tlio liglit; 

Urevn April comes to him with smiling teats. 

Like some sweet Maiden v\ho transligured stands 
In dewy light of first love’s ros^ dawn. 

And yields all secret preeiou&ness, his Bride, 
lie reaps tlie ^utnmn witliout Rcytli^ or sickle ; 
And in the swoet low slurring of the oorn, 

Hears coming Plenty hush tiie pining Poor. 

The shows of things arc but a robe o’ the day. 
His life down-deepeus to the living heart, 

And Sorrow shows him her wise mysteries. 

Ho knoweth Idib is but a longer year, 

And*it will blossom bright in othc'r sprmgs. 

The soul of all Uiings is invisible, 

And nearest to that soul the Poet sings ; 

A sweet, shy Blrd^in darkling privacy. 

He bjgck ons not this Pleasures as tiiey pass, 
AijlliHl^ tliO mcmeyogrubbing world go by. 
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He hatb a toW9Yi&£ Ufa* but oatuiot climb 
Out of the reach of sad calamity : 

A many oarking cares pluck at his skirts i 
Wild, wandering words are hissing at hiS oar ; 

He runs the gauntlet of world-woes to roach 
The inner sanctuary ot hotter life. 

But tho’ the seas of sorrow dood his heart, 

Somo silent spring of roses blossoms there. 

Ills spirit-wounds a precious balsam bleed. 

The loveliest ministrants that visit him, 

llisQ veiled w hon his heart-fountains spring in tears. 

And when tins misty life hath rolled away , 

The tuimoil husht; all foolish voices still ; 

The bonds that crush t his groat heart shattered 
down. 

And all his nature shines aubllmoly bare; 

T)(Mth whitens many a stain of strife and toil, 

And careful liands shall pluck away each iNecd 
Around the spring that wells melodious life. 


Afany and many are called, hut few are crowned, 
ChaiiniaiL replied. 1 knew a Poet once, 

One of the world's meat marvellous iiiiglit-have- 
beens; 

A strange wild harper upon human hoart-strings. 
Lrife’a morning-glory around him prophesied 
That he should win his garland in the game. 

But ho was lost for lack oi that sweet tlnng, • 

A Wife, to live his love’s dear dream of b< autj, 
And wanderod'darkling in his da^szUng divaiii. 
Life's waters — troubled till^ that Angel comes 
JSiever grew calm aboyo the jdwsl he sought. 

Till in Death’s harbor aH their surges slept. 
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He betrothed to Beauty else hie birth- m-* 

That eilent Sj^irit of the uoiirerse. 

Which eoelcfi lutorprcters of her dumb shows, 

’Moos human lovers whom she may not wed! 

This Spirit arose from many things, os soars 
The soul of Harmony from many sounds. 

She beckoned him tor her Bvangeljst, 

Out of the byeway of his lunelv life, 

And straightway he arose and followed her, 

And in the shaoiiw of her lovelin6*e, 

Or in her wAke of glory, walkt the world 

That smiling Shape, like hers we worship, s<‘cm(^ 
Some beauteous miracle of silent lovt'. 

Thro* smiles, and tears, ho saw lu^ visioned Ihidc, 
With gorgeous grace, and twinkling limbs of light, 
Aye dancing on in her doligbtsomem ss. 

Ills love-dream gilded silent thro’ his life, 
fiike rosy-handod Day ’twixt Earth and Night, 
And came betwixt his mmd and all its glooius , 

Her sandals wet and fragrant with Heaven’s dc\g. 
She set the barren thorns in jewelled glow. 

And sowed the furrows of his life with flowers. 

He followed with wild looks and heart a-fire, 

And that rich mist of fooling in the eyes, 

AVliuso alcliymy half-creates tJie thing we see 

She rose in sparkliiig clouds of dazzling dew, 

And kept the Morning’s ruddy golden g ites ; 

Stood high in sunrise on the mountain-top; 

Sah'm her bower of the silvery air, 

Shedding her beauty richly on the sea, 

Wh*ch of her likonoss tooK some trembly tints ! 
Voyaged like Venub m her car of cloud 
About the avpphiro heaven’s lake of love, 

Or danced on sunset stareams to harp of gold; 

Hien twilight mists vrould robe more faint and fair 
Her dim, deliciouSi dreamy loveliness. 
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Tbd ilo^cfrs 'diat filarile at the voice of May 
And open etimesoTiie evee, liad been 'with her« 

Their subt^ smile said what they could repeal. 
Among the boughs of balm rainbowcd with bloom; 
The cmoied clouds that kindlo and richly rise 
l^rom, out ther bosom of Earth s emerald sea , 
lledg< -] OHCB set m dowy gloiy groen ^ 

The lush Laburnums, all a ram of gold ; 
bhc s(x med to have fled and left her rolie afloat. 

An And, soft she muimurcd in the pines , 
ile hcaid, but knew no magic word or wand. 

A wa^y Naiad, she rippled the coo| brooks 
Thit round her dallud in delicious dreams 
Tin liagi iTit feeling ut the languorous an 
Was xs the soft cndoaimcnt of her h>uch. 

And wound him m hci tremulous caress 

Not by appointment do we meet Delight 
\ii I Joy , they hcetl not out expectauc y , 
lint lound SOUK comi.r m the sticcts of lifo, 

Lbty, oil a sudden, clasp us with a smile. 

So oil him lubo his visitant divine, 
h rom many a magic mirror of the mind, 

W ith ellin eyanesccuce came and went. 

When, thronged with life, the Year in beauty 
burst, 

I iftcd hex lids, aud blossomed from the tn i s, 

Slu smiled m all the gateways of the bprin^ 

111 buiiiibht baik swam down the summer tide 
That floods the valleys, breaks o’er all the hills, 

In spirkhiig spray of flowers, and leafy hie 
&ho bound the Autumn’s biow with plumes of 
gold, • 

And roofed her forests with the radiant wealth 
Of molted rainbows, showeied from summer heaven. 
And winter trees strotcht fln^m wend to win 
Her porfeet peail, and her whiti^ pii?lty^ 

Where’er she went Earth lookt dp wiSti a smile. 
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Muaic's maze iih« g^ada a)i hlde^&dHseok; 
Played w4b the jStdrm, theu in her talnhoi^^eha^ 
tiaught ftom the purnlo ekhrCs of Hea^n, aalangni^, 
8oiue radiant Child nrom Mother’s hiding robe. 

♦ 

AdOwn dim fbreBt-windin^ ho would peer; * 
SurprtBO his Beautiful at her woodland bath, 

And in a solemn hueh of heart stand still 
Like hxdd dame ! for lo, how softly burned 
Her dainW limbs shadowed with cloudy pearl! 

Then swin os runs a wind-wave over grass. 

Ho saw her ^rments gleam in leafy light. 

Were those love-whispcriogs among the leaves, 

Or olvisli laughters twitting thro* ttie trees ? 
Sometimes the boughs l<*t in her haunting face ; 

Tho glance would make his blood run liglitning 
ri»d; 

But tho old forest kept the secret still, 

And husht it round with grave unoonscious look. 

In vema} nights so tender, calm, and cool, 

AVhen eerie Darkness lays its sluidowy hands 
On Barth, and roads her sins with myriad cye^, 
Like a (.^mfessor o>i a kneeling Nun; 
lie stood in God’s wide whispering gallery. 

And breathed his worship : .dowm from \ isiblo 
Heaven 

Her ii\fliu'Uco fell, and thrilled in music thro’ 

The Silences of Space, and soothed his soul. 

Till life was folded up brinifull of beauty, 

As tho Hower folds its pearl and droops to dream. 

At times, from out tho curtains of tho dark, 
Her*face would meet him tliro’ the glowing gloom. 
Sometimes she passed; her rippling raiment toucht 
His brows, and Sphered him witli diviner air, 

Like honeysuckles brusht at dewy dusk. 

The fragrance of h6r breath made old earth yOung, 
From myaterj to jaiystcry, like a Bride, 



The dai]3ty-i«'Ajieti&d^''<^aTUfiiff led him on, 

And dropt love^okon^ In his pilgrim path* 

The rdd lioee peering thfo' ita lattice leavee 
Like urarm Love lifting half ita virgin veil, 
Symbolled her soft red mouth held up for kisses. 

A balm of life, and mist of ripening oloum, 

Gave to her tender cheeks their taking touch. 

Her eyes '^ere glowing orbs of thought that burned 
Fervent as Hesper in the brow of Eve. 

He walkt as in a dime of golden eves. 

The vinevard of bis life reeled lusty ripe ; 

He ached to press the wine upon her lips. 

But aye she melted from his love’s embrace. 

To iloat him far away in faery lands 
The wooing wind would murmur of her fkimess. 
And pouna him brcatlio in manv whispers sweet; 
Bring dews of healing as frmn Ifermon hill; 

Creep to his burning heart \(ith drink of liie. 

And cool him with her kisses. Oft he husht. 

As one who pauses on a midnight heath, 

To ' tho footfall felt on Fancy s ear. 


When he awoke in Dreamland, ’twas to find 
lie had been floated thro’ sonm starry dark. 

Far from earth’s shore, on an enchanted Sea : 

And ho lay pillowed ’twKt her white warm 
breasts. 

In f^lowing arms of glorifying love : 

A light of lov€»-dreams on her features shone, 

With ripening lustre, and enriohing calm: 

And she had laid her daylight mask fCSide ; 

All tho sweet soul of things lay hare, as lies 
The mirrored moon in silve r sleeping seas. 


A shinimoring splendor from tlio By-gone broke. 
As tho Ship leaves a luminous wake behind; 

And, looking buck, his Childhood's world she 
ringed 
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'With rieh auroral hu«B ^ suxamer da^nie. 

When weird, darh Jlbajpee of sorrow hunted nigh 
With their slow solemn eyes, and sxlqnt aim, 

She dropt the gold cloud of her tresses round him. 
W bon o’er him hung the night of adverse fate, 

She flamed a light of love along his path. 

And through the darkness of his soul thero broke 
A heaven of worlds all tenderness and peaee. 

At times ho walkt with glad and confident step. 

As inner winged to heroic tnuhlc moved ; 

And men who road bis lighted look might deem 
Uis life a summer story told in flowers. 

Hut often he would falter weeping*weak. 

With clasped hands, and very lowly heart. 

?%eii she ruse glorified in liner light, 

^een thro’ the altar-smoko and mist of tears. 

, ^So his life grew to beauty silently, 

And shaped his soul into an orb of song, 
lie sang of Her his beautiful Unknown. 
Heart-wild, as some glad bird that shigsof Spring 
And all Earth’s voices rang a rich refrain. 

He would have niadt* the woild her worshipper : 
The sceptic world that flung him Christ's old (ronn. 
One day our passionate pilgrim sat him down 
Hy the wayside of life, and thus ho sang : 

“ Liktq a tree bolide the Kver 

Of jior life that runs Irom me, 

I>o r lean me, murniui mg ever 
In my lo\e’s idolatiy. 

1.0,1 rc.ich out bauds of blessing, 

Lo, I stretch out hands of prayer; 

And, with passionate oaressiitg, 

Pour my life upon the air. 

In my ears the syren ri\er 

Sings, and smiles up in my face; 

But tor over, and for e^ ei, 

Kuns from my embrace. 



“ SfivlBg by 8 |>t1ds tlie brnncbes duly 
Clothe themedTes in teudci flower , 
And for her aweet aake as truly 

All their £i uit and fr mce shower. 
But the btioam, with caicKbS laughter 
Bmia ui meixy beauty by. 

And it leaves me yctvrmng atter. 

Lorn to droop, and lone to die 
In my cars the S;^ren iiver 

&ings, and smiles up m my face, 

But foi e\ er, and foi o\ ci, 

Kuus fioiu my embiace 

** I stand mart d in the moonlight, 

O’er itH happj f u e to di tarn, 

I am parchid in thi noonlight 

By that cool ind bcimmmg stream 
I am dying by On* ri\or 

Ot her life that luns fiom me. 

And it sparkles by mo o^ ci, 

With its cool felicity 
In my ca-is the syien ii\< t 

Bitigs, and '^niilos up m inj lice, 
But tor ©vei, ind toi t \ < i, 

Buiib lioni ni^ omhrioo ” 


O TTTOU Beloved * O thou Be iiitifVil ’ 

Throned on pertection ioi thj jndestil 
O spirit ns the hglitinng wild ind blight, 

Como fbom thy pil uo of the jmiple light. 

Gome down to moiial aims i liMiijr foim. 

With heiienly height ot biow, ind bosom Warm? 
Glow human ftom the unst, thou bhape of Grace 
Thou tcndei wonder, fold me flioe to face. 

Art thou not mmo, thou delicito Bfdight ^ 

Hast Uioii not \isxted me noon tnd mgJit ^ 
Bieighted with my dead Hopes I fl>noW thee. 
Like some Norse sea-king flaming out 


we 



^ raft BffctpxQiBMft tisf ^ti^. 

Say, aire the pleasant bowers fijl* away» 
iDeckt by tliy dear bands tor our xoatnaifeMdegr, 
'WUcie we the gardens ut deUght sUaU looiu ' 

In eudlese love ’ M hen wiH thou lead mu bome» 
lo find om bliss in Heaven’s homed hearty 
Lne seoict soul to soul, ne\ei to ]^t’ 

“ O iwftil Glory, fell, hvtt never tbnnd, 

I have but seen thy SUidow on UC^*s ground 
I know thee now, Icnincital * show the way 
To Ibino bly<»ium, T < ould die to-diy 
Bie\K into wings this chrysali'j of my bib, 

Ih it I miy ‘^oai to thee my spii it-wite 

Thy dark howtr-iloor, the Gi i\e, gnes me no foar , 

When I eineige beyond, thou wdt bo noar *’ 


O’er all his i icc the sudden splendor smiled, 

Sweet as hist love, ind sad as wailing winds. 

His soul had rent cho loil twixt life and life 
Slowly the sliinmj; \apois oib a Star, 

By fine degrees Iw (oio liis h\t d eyes. 

The Spirit ho hid sought thro* all the world, 
Turned full upon him fiico to face at last. 

She laid hei hand upon his thiobbing hirp. 

She prest her lips upjn Ins passionate life , 

The harp and life stood still liis Bndo was 
Death. 



CRUMBS FROM THE TABLE. 




hrSTLB WILLIE. 


Pooh little Willie, 

With hie many pretty wiled i 
Worlds of wisdoin in liie looks, 
And quaint, quiet sinilce ; 

Hair of ainher« toucht 'w Itli 
Qold of Heaven so biave ; 

All lyinK darkly lihl 
In a Worklioube < <ra\e. 

You roniomhoT little AYillie ; 

Fair and funny fellow ' ho 
Sjirang like a lily 

From the dirt of poverty. 

Poor little AViliio! 

Not a friend was nigh. 

When, from the cohl world. 

He croueht down to die. 

ft 

In the day w c wandered foodleas, 
Little Willie ciied for bread; 

In the night wo w.iiidered homeless 
Little AVillie eiicd foi hed. 
Parted at the AYoiklionse door, 
Not a word wo '^aid 
Ah, so tired was piior AYillio, 

And BO sweetly sleep the dead. 



in the dead of wiotei: 

We laid Jtiim id the ieAiPtl:i; 

The tfolrld btouglit in the Teat, 
Od a tide of mirth. 

!6ut, for lofit Utile WtUie, 

Not a tear we oraye; 

Cold and Hunger oaimot 'vrake him. 
In hie WorkKotiee Grave. 

Wx thought him beautiful^ 

Felt it hard to part; 

W 1 C loved him dutiful; 

Down, down, poor heart * 

The storms they may beat; 

The winter w inds may rave ; 

Little Wjllit' foclA not, * 

Id his Workhouse Grave. 

No room for little Willie; 

In the woi Id lio had no part, 

On him stared tho Gorgon-o;ye, 

Thro’ which looks no heart. 

Como to me, &.ud lIca\on; 

And, it ]lca\ou will save. 

Little matters though the door 
Bo a Workhouse Grave. 


A BALLAD OF THE OLD TIME. 

Swam Night, drop down from thy starry bower 
Thy innuence dewy mild , 

Softly bend over my love's tender flower, 

As a Mother bends over her oliild. 

Hush the hills in a mystie dream , 

To slumber stretch valley and lea, 

Fold over all tliy purple and pall, 

And bring my Love bi me. 
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You wbito 'vritohiiig Mood, wltb your beautifbt^ 
smile; 

You dowovs that fondle'his feet; 

You weird wee Women of fe.irjland» wHle 
Not my Love with your kisses sweet. 

For him my bower in the old gray tower 
Is dight^ divintilio: 

^11 goime Powers that walk the night-boors, 
ifisten my liOve to me. * 
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I count my love’s rosary over again, 

With its feelings and fancies and fears; 

Till it breaks in my brain with the tension of pain, 
And my pearls are but trembiing tears! 

I sorrow and sing with the thorn at my breast, , 
But mine eyes w'atch unwoariodly: 

Como crown them, and calm thorn, and kiss them 
to rest; 

■Dear my Love, come to me. 

The ripe swelling buds that are quick with spring. 
Wilt peep from their silken fold; 

And my broidcred belt is too sht>rt to cling 
Round my waist with its girdling gold. ^ 

But my Love ho will bring the ^y gold ring; 

Base-born his Babe shall not be! 

Leal is his love as the Heaven above: 

He never wDl lightly me. 

My Love he hath little of silver or gold ; 

Of land he liuth never a sod ; 

But my Love is a gay gallant jrontleman—-* 

He’s a king by the grace of God. 

He has borne yp the battle^tide broad-swoitl in^ 
hand I 

He is comedy as any ladye! 

O and were I a King s daughter. 

None other should marry me. 



^ > 

My Lo^ iriEki^n not wait at tl^» 

My Lowt*lhaJl not tivl nt l^e pin ; 

My Lovo ha shall'dlimb to my bowe^window t 
bine O, but I*l| lot my Lore m. 

The dragon below lieth weary and old^ 
Sleeping all under the tree*; 

While I feast Love upon apples of gold-**- 
But soft * ifo ia coming to me. 


THE SUNBEAM AND THE ROSE. 

Pretty Rost bud, aio tliv trimson 
Ourtaina still iindi iwn I 
Odalisque of Flowtis — 

Tender soul o’ tlio fervid South * 

1 am dainty of tliy beauty, 

All this dewy d.Luvn; 

T am faiutmg lor the ruddy 
Kiaacs of thy mouth.*'’ 

Sang the syron Sunbonm, 

W ith a voioe made low to win ; 

Round the Roae-heart playing, 

Till it toucht the teiiderest stiings; 

“ Pretty Koaebnd, ope thy lattice, 

Let thy true love in.” 

And for lloaven dowii-w avoring warm. 

She waved her leafy w mga * 

Lista^f Lauies, to mt song o’ tue SuNorAM Avn 
THE Rose. 

Out she sprang, Icisa-coloreif, 

In her eyoa the dews of bliss, 

All her beauty glowing 

With a blush of bridal light! 
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, 0^0 her balm and bldom £at b^nquot 
To the goldm kiB9, 

Priniidljl^ oped eacli chamber 
For a pnncelicr delight* 

Soon the Serpent of SwcetncRS, 
bated, could no longfi stiy , 

And away he went, a-^iivooin ^ 

"Every flower that blows ' 

^Twas the reign of Robi'S 

W“hen that Sunbeam p isaed to-day , 
Lonely in her iifled nun 
Droopt the dym^ Rose 
Listkk, Lauibs, to m\ bo\o o’ TUB Subbeam and 
THE Ross. 


SONG. 

'Iethouoht to bear her hrancbcB crowned 
With fruit, my virgin \ino 
Anothci tills her aims , around 
Another life they twine * 

So I lobt the day, 

And all the night 1 wake, — 
Bird-hke singing sad soriow away. 

Until my heart shall break 

While othiis glcined Life’s field for gold, 
With Flowtrs I made a crown 
Till, looking up alone, behold, 

The d< i lu miig night came down * 

So 1 list the day, 

And all the night I wake,— 

Bud like hinging sid siriow away, 

Until my hotirt shall break. 
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Ah QM T I and miased 

My flh»rw*eat Syrinx fled I 
Ah me ^ tendercst mnsic’B kist 
From Jipf dear love dead* 
t Imve lost the day^ 

And all the night I vrake, ~ 
Bird-like singing sad sorrow away, 
Until my heart shall bre&k. 


LONG AGO. 

O'LD flriend of mine, you wore dear to my heart. 
Lung, long ago, long ago. 

Little did we think ol a time wo ^lould part, 
Long, long ago, long ago. 

Hand claspt in hand tin o' the world we would go 

Down our old untrodden p ith the wild weeds grow ^ 

Great was the lovi 'twixt us , sair was the smart; 
Old friend of mine long ago. 

Patient watch T kept for you many, many a day, 
Long, long ago, long ago , 

Waited and wept for you far, fai awuy, 

Long, long ago, long ago 

Merry came each May>tide, green loaves would 
start 

Never came nty old friend hack to my heart 

Xiom^y I ipVeut on my weary, weary way, 

Old friend of mine lung ago. 

0£t es I muse at the shadowy nightf ill 
Over the dear liong A^o, 

Borne on tears arises the dank, dark pill, 
i Falleti on hay heart long ago. 

Love is not dead, tho* wo wander apait; 

How 1 oOuld clasp you, old friend, to my heart! 

Btfriers lie between us, but God knoweth all 
im Old friend of mine long agov 
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CKAiaOROOK: JIOSES. 

OiuiOGROOK lloses! ruby, goldcu, 

Qlowiug gorgeous; faint with passion ; 

To the sweet ftower-soul unfolden : 

Wreatho me in the uhl Greek fashjidti. 

Queen of sweetness, crowned with sfdendor. 
Every rich round bud uncloses, 

Yet So meek and womanly tender 
Are you royal Craigcrook Koses, 
c Warm and winy Ciaigcrook Koses^ 

Loaning with some unknown yearning. 

You would uitikp a lo\or niu, you 

Pretty wooers, aichiy turning 

As you climb to make us win you. 

Ripe p6rfectii>n of fair fulness 
In your gracious bloom rcj>oBes; 

an omorald bower coolness. 
Summer builds my Cralgei^ocik Roses, 
Amorous-droaming Graigcrook Hoses. 

When the year Is old and Tioary, 

And tho day is dark with dolors ; 

Still yOu come, my guests of glory, 

In voluptuous mmee of colors. 

And — tho’ Earth like Ago is toiling •* 

In tho snowdriits-^ perfumed posies 

Kiss mo, crown my spirit smiling 
Gown a dream of Craigerook Roses, 
Pear, delicious Craigcrook Rosos. 

Fidrest ’inoiig Light’s daughters seven, 
With your dainty dreamy graces; 

Yon might light with loving Teavcoa 
Smiles of spring in wintxmt faces. 
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At the salemu ahat of daylight 
W h< n the fair Ufe-viaion ctoaes; 


May my spiiit doat away light 
On ii cloud oi Oraigciook Hoses, 

C^uolcd and crowned witli Craigcrook BrOSes. 


SONG. 

O Lotb will make the leal heart acbo 
That iie\er ached hefuro; 

And meek or mi iiy eyes ’t\\ ill make 
With solemn Uuis luu oVr. 

In tears we jMrtcd tendt rly, 

My Love and 1 lang-S3 iie , 

And evermore she \o\\cd to be 
Mine own, ayo mine, all mine! 

Sing O the t^o^is blossoming, 

But the worm is at the root; 

And many a darling flowtu* of Spring 
Will ne\<»r come to tiuit. 

\ye mOet now m tbo strocis of life; 
All gone, the old sweot charms; 

At my side leans a loving Wife, 

She — passes Babc-in-arms 


DIRGE. 

O HAPPY tree; 

Green and Vagrant tree , 

Spring with baddiBg jewels deekt it like a Bride! 
All so fair it bloomed, 

And the summer air perfhmed , 

Golden autumn fkoitage smiled in crowns of pride. 
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XlK>ic a!lU5 

O liuitian treo; 

Wac&ojuo 'wuiling tree; 

In the winter wind how it rot k» * how it grieves ^ 
On a little low gra\e-]uound, 

All its bravery lies dibcrowned 
O’er its fkllcn fiuit it heaps the witlicied lea\eSfc 


“IN TJIR DEAD UNHAPPY MIDNIGHT.” 

*Txs Midiiiight liour, niid the Dead have power 
Over the "VV longer now * 

He is tortured and torn by tho ciown of thorn 
* I'hut hath idilen liuni the Suicide’s brow. 

Wind him around iu the toil of thy charoib , 
Nestle him close, young Bride * 

At thi. Ididnight hour he is drawn from thy 
arms. 

Thro’ tho dark with the Dead ho inubt ride. 

Tlio rose of her mouth is red-wfet, red-warm : 

She smiles in her heaven of calm. 

Tost' hurried! and sored in a pitilebb htorm ; 
Slumber for him hath no balm. 

Ho feels that ghostly groping along 
The Corrmor of Dre^s! 

And a dark Desolation Lightning-lit 
Is his faco hy ghastly gleams ! 

Love’s oup duslics up for his crowning kiss^ 

With his lip at tlie burning brim! 

Lo, tho Dead nmmrtaui his bower Of bliss, 

* Stretciiing wild arms for him 1 ^ 
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Wind him aro9JCMl in tfie toil of th; oljmpui; 
Nestle him close, ;f6iiDg Bride' ^ 

Yet, at Midnight hour he is drawn &om thy armh 
Thio* the dark with the Dead he must rido. 

And the Dark hath a million burning Dyes, 

All of his secret tell * 

And the wbispcnng winds are damndd fiends 
That hiss m his ears of Hell < 

Warm in her bed the young Bride lies, 

Breathing hei peaceful breath 

Dead Mother and Babe with th< ir drowned eyes 
Stare dim thfo’ the watoiy death. 

’Tis Midnight hour and the Dead have power 
Over the W rongc i now * 

He 18 tortursd and torn by the crown of thorn 
That hath fUdlen from the Suicide’s brow. 
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Tub silvery veil of Sloop came t^iStoblmg down 
Like sweet snow white and wanA in a silent world, 
And soitly covered up the iaoe of life. 

The nurse-like Spirit laid my body to rest. 

And went to moot her Bridegroom in the night, 

W ho comes like music o'er Sie star-shored sea* 

And clasps her at the portal with a kisb 

hen lo, a hand reacUt thro’ tho dark, and drew 
Her gliding silent on, and looking up 
The nnteatured gloom grew into ChaimianV iace. 

1 read her look, and wo two waiulcrid loi tli 
Tn the cool glory of the glimmering niglit 
The Ekirlh lay faint With love at the fe^d of Heaven ^ 
Her breath of incense went up thro’ tin* lca\eB 
III a lown sough of bliss. Warm n inds ou tip-toe 
Walkt over tho tall trec>-tops. Above us bun^ 
The golden legends on Night’s prophet-brow , 

The Moon rose o’er the city, a glory of gold , 
Around us Lifo rehearst Death’s mystery. 

And Oliarmian wore her luminous ioTelinesS 
As in a stole of sorrow , by day sho inovoil • 

In some serene el^ sium * queenly-sweet. 

And gracious; breathing beauty, a heaven of 
dreams 

lu her large lotus oyes, darkly divine 
Warpi winged Ardors plumed her parted lip^ 

Blit now her blooming Life’s luxuriant flowir 
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Seemed withered into ashen spiri1rfhiit« 

And like a spirit flasht her white, lit face! 
Portentous things which hid themselves by day, 
Sweet-shadowhd ’neath her Banning boauty-bluom, 
Came peering thro* the dim and sorrowy night. 

Her lips, reti-ripe to crush their fire-strong wine, 
Pouting persuash e in porpetual kiss, 

Were tnm with angui^, bitter with pale pain 
And from the windows whence her Beauty laught 
As Ago went by, a life of sufiferirig lookt, 

And periaht visions flasht their phantom light. 
White waves o£ sca-like soul had climbed, and dasht 
The red light from its heaven of her cheek. 

Her bounteous breast that breathed magnificence, 
And billowed with proud blood, sighed meekly now. 
The flowers her Spartan spirit crowned her with 
For the life-battlo, dropt about licr dead. 
Diaphanous in the moonlight grew her life 
Witli all its written agony visible ; 

Down the dark deep ot her great grief I stared, 
And saw the Wreck with all its dead around. 

And my heart melted in its mournfulness; 

She moaned, as hers wore breaking in its pain. 

And then )icr voice vibrated piteous as 
A Spirit wailing in a world of tears, 

But stifled half its pathos not to hurt. 

“Earth slcepetb in the moonlight's mystic grace, 
The breath of blessings round her; and all Xlcavcu 
Is passing thro’ her £oam ; it tremlilos near ; 

She feels the Seraph-kisBos on her face ; 

But she will wake at mom in tears to find 
THq glory gone — all was a dream o’ the niglit 
And thus my young Life slumbered, dreamed, and 
woko! 

** It cipp in slmdow like the woodlaud brook, 
Feelit^ its way, with yearnings for the light, 
Dntil misurges flashing in the sun, 
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And takes a crown of glory on its hoad. 

Even so I found him vmom my soul had sought. 
And dod into his breast vrith a cry of triumph, 
Who lit up all things boautiful for me. 

And thro’ my happy tears there lookt in mine 
A iaoe as ew^t as morning violets, 

A face alight vrich love inefEable, 

The star-l^e heart-hid wonder trembling through * 
And o’er me leaned, — as Spring-heaven over oai tb, 
Dropping her love down in a rain of flowers, 

To med me with all flowers of delight. 

And crown me as his queon of all <mljght« 

Light hung a garland grace about his brow ; 

ITis voice, like footprints iu the yielding snow, 
Sank deepest witli it^ softest fall of words, 
lie gave the casket of his happiness 
Rich with love’s jewel for my hands to keep 
Around his stalwart beauty twined my life, 

In golden oneness, and in proud repose, 

And like a God he claspt mo with his strength ’ 
And 11 Ko a God he held me in his heaven ; 

And all the air was golden with my God. 

Alas, that Woman’s life divorced from Man’s, 
And seeking to bo one again in love. 

So often flies hack thro’ the grim wide wound * 
Mas, that Time should crown with fruit of pain, 
That seed from Eden whose fair flower is love * 
I'hcy tore me from my Lio\e ’ they thrust him forth, 
Spurned his rich love, and scorned his poverty , 
Rent all the twining tendrils of my life 
To shrink back blooding iu their desolate homq. 

My lieart was shi^ ered like the cbarmdd cup 
That, breaking, brings the Hall in ruins round; 
And every fr.igmcnt mirrored the groat wrong! 

\nd while my mind yet wandered dark and dumb. 
They sold mo to a Worldling, wrinkled, rich 
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And roUoiif^liO bought Loyo's dwoct name for gold. 
They drefit me in bride-flowoTS yviio should nave 
worn 

(The white and wimpled weeds of widowhood. 

And led me forth, a jewelled mockery! 

’Twos like a wedding with the sheeted dead, 

In silent hurry, and white ghastliness. 

No bosoms beat Love’s cymt^ls musiomafcht; 

No blisses blusht, no bridal-kisses burned. 

The ring was on my hand, few saw the chain 
By which my Uusmind drew me to his home. 

And many envied me my happiness. 

That night as wo sat alone 1 telt his eves 
Burningly brand me to the core, his Slave. 

I dwelt witliin a golden world of wealth, 

Which flamed a glistering glory, bloomed a w'armth 
Without, within was cold as a flrcless hearth. 

The Image of Nuptial Love to which they led mo 
A maiden sacrifice i* the Sanctuary, 

That should have raised me, smiled my tears away, 
And into (Quickness all my coldness kist. 

And fed with precious oil the lamp of love 
That iu my heart, as in a tomb, burned on, 

Was e gaunt Skeleton, whoso grave-like arms 
Claspt me for ever to a lovcli^ breast. 

“ Ilo was a cruel Tyrant, just too moan 
To murder, altho’ pitiless as the grave ; 

A human ink-fish spreading clouds around 
When eyes of tender rutli would oomo too near. 
He had a tbiudipt lust of X)ow('r which lookt 
On torture in no rage of fiery blood, 

Buf with infernal light of gloating os. 

And yet I strove to love him. O my God ! 

While reaching from the heights of blessedness. 

To pluidc the raii:tbow-&uit Heaveu held to me, 
HoVf )iad 1 fallen Into a chasm that closed 
Its dark inevitable arms, and orusht 
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Me, bruised and blind! 1 struck, and struck, and 
beat 

W ith bleeding strength, in vain. A hundred hands 
Fought in the gloom with mine as water weak. 

At every step uiere stirred some hissing snake. 

1 felt as one that’s bound, and buried alive ; 

The black, dank death-niould stampt down over¬ 
head. 

And cried, and cried, and cried, but no help came. 

“ I heard the sounds above me far away; 

The feet of Imrryin}; Life, and loitering Love; 

KIch bursts of music, hum of low b>\ eet talk; 

The dance of pleasure dancing in her heaven. 

And rustling rain of a thousand dear delights. 

1 knew the pictured world was lighted up, 

And bloomed, like bridal-chamber, soft and warm ; 
How sang the merry, merry birds of bliss; 

Uow Beauty's flower-guests stood crowned and 

The health of ITcaven in its own golden wine. 

But A crumb of all the glad lue-feast, 

Nor dr(m of all the wanton wealth for me. 

And li I stretcht weak arms to clasp my world, 

A wormy mouth to my wild warmth waS prest. 
And if 1 turned to lift a prayer to God, 

Above roe burned two eyes like bottomless pits 
In which a nest of devils lurk and leer. 

And down my night there stoopt no smiling 
Heaven, 

W ith golden chances of a stfvrry throne. 

And beckoning looks to bid me come be crowned. 

** Around mo rose the phantoms of the dark, * 

The Grave's Suinnatnbuics troubled in their dream. 
Who walk and wander in the sleep of Death, 

And cannot rest<, they were so wronged in life. 

The crownless Martyrs of the marriage-ring! 

Meek suflbrers who walkt in living hell, ^ 
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And died a life of spiritaal sutteo. 

They <*amer to claim their kin in misery^ 

And eho'v^ me, as they passed in solemn train, 
Their symbrtls of unutterable woe, — 

Hcarred loves that bore the rac*k and told no tale , 
Tear-drowned hearts and stifled aj'onies , 

The bleeding lips struck dumb by brutal hands ; 
Slow murders of the curtained bridal-bed; 

The silent toH^ures and the shrouded deaths 

“ I wandered with them in the pitiless night 
Who seek the jewel fallen from Xife s crown; 

Oft stumbling, bled upon tlio cruel thorns, 

But rose, and struggled on. I strainecl mine eyes 
Upon the dark, and raised mine empty enp , 
Surely with one gold drop of lionev-dew, 
Somewhere the heavens ran o’er enrich my life ’ 

** Then came to mo a tiling most sweet and strange, 
As tho’ an Angel kist mo in the night. 

Or Magic Bose flosht sudden in the gloom 
A loosening charm ^^^ought in ray brain ; the 
wei^it 

That ached to bo dosht out in utter death. 

Was molting like a wintry clod in floweis. 

In love’s dead ashes burst a spark. 1 cited, 

‘ O sweet hght-bringor, in a bloom of dau n 
Rise, let me see w fiat treasure I have found ^ 

My little Bircl shall hurry out the night, 

Till all my world is toucfit with rc»sy gold 
My little Bird of God shall sit and sing 
The dear day long, the dourer fur the dark ' 

My rich, warm jewel, crimson with sweet life. 
Comb shine whefe now I cross but empty palms. 
And clasp the new. lovc-raimcnt radiant round 

‘ If thou rise beautiful from Sorrow’s w'a, 

As Venice, Sorrow’s child, is B^^auty's Queen, 
Perchance thy Utttb smiles, my Babe, may bring 
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Some human softness in his face, and X 
Slml] kiss the hand that hurts, for thy dear sake. 
And 1 shall walk with ihoe, my Child, with thoe» 
Ih^Ticath iif^w heavens, on an enchanted earth. 
AV^iien I enfold tlieo in my arms, sweet Babe, 
jVlv lieart will scarcMy breathe lest it should wake 
I'he slecpinnr win^i^s of its new-ne8tlin{;i; bliss. 

Wlien thou urt burn, my Child, all will be well; 
For t'urcly Cove but vunisht in the dark 
To eome back in the morning wdth my Babe ; 

And all the sweetness livoth on when all 
I'ho bitterness is past; and eyes that yoam 
Wet thro’ the gloom are glorified at last. 

8oft haby-tingors feeling rimnd my heart 
Shull melt its frost; and baby*lips shall draw 
]My lears in milk, and suck my sorrows dry. 

All iudl may w^rostlo in one human heart; 

All heaven will nestle in my drop of dew.* 

4t 

“ It <*aTno, my dajs/ding dawn’s ro-orient hope! 

My tiny Bahe, with its sweet mournful eyes! 

All \ the pale innocent hut fanned his hate 
To fren/y; for, in many a desolate day, 

And midnight, l^ing with my heart awake, 

I had turned tearfully to look upon 
\ ]iri‘eious fiicture worn by Memory, 

And ni its U^hiiUhius imago grew my Babe : 

Its Inininous look had gatberofl all the light 
^rimt lost beloved Presence left with me 

lie poured his poison in the brimming glass 
My hane-joy-hearer lifted to my lijis. 

And dusht its golden vintage in the dust. 

I ran the gauntlet of his bell for yeai*H, ■ 

And fell down on the threshold mod. My Child ! 
They took my Bahe from me, my pleading Babe; 
And when the pretty one pined for me, and cried, 
Straining hih dun eyes for me till he died ; 
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They called the Mother in to see her child 
That lay there in the little ehroud with aU 
Its beauty folded up for God in Heaven * 

Dead * aead ! its dear eyes closed by stranger 
hands. 

Much misery hath not made my spiilt meek ’ 
Mine agony rends the bridal-veil I cry, 

Como see what ghastly wounds bleed hidden hero ' 
3eho]d where all the Tortures of tl Vast 
Are stored by Law, and sanctified for use. . 

I drag my burthen to a nation's throne. 

And pray deliverance ftrom this Tyrant's power. 
Pity mO, all good people, as ye sit 
Within the golden circle o( sweet marriage, 

Loving and loved, glorying and glorihed ; 

Whose love makes lilo so dear, that when ye die 
And sit on heavenlier heights, your eyes will search 
To find the garden where Love’s fruitage grew , 
The nest from whence your pretty nnimings fiew ; 
Our old World smiling thio' its cloudy fold, 

And love it for tho marriage love of old.” 

She ceased, and from afar mothougUt there came 
Across the night an echo aid and low. 

Love answering love, heart crying unto heart. 


* In the merry spring-tide when green bud's stai t, 
Wuigs bieik liom the busk of c iie, 

Aiul the de id beauty blossoms ig iin la my lit ii t. 
As I dieim of the things that veie , 

The bui iL 1 P lit lifh th a radiant bi ov^ , 

Some phiutom-birk touolieth life’s sheic , 

And it floateth me fir fiom the soirowful Now, 
Into* Love’s happy No\ermoio. 



ONLY A DftfiAM. 2i>9 

She rises before me, that Barling of mine. 

Whom I lost in the world so wide ; 

0 tiome to me, come to me, let thine arms twine 
About me, my life ' my Bride ! 

Ah me > i am breaking my he«xrt to see 
But the Image enshrined at its core; 

Yet Memory’s sighs bring a balm to me. 

Out ol Lo\e’s happy Nevermore. 

How I poured all my life, in a beaker of bliss 
For her’ how 1 held the cup. 

As tlie le ives, though the wanton winds will kiss, 
Tl^eir tremulous dews hold up! 

And my mind it walkt in a raiment white. 

Where starty thoughts rcated a dome; 

And the feast was spread, and the chamber alight 
For the gueit thit never came homo. 

“ JLovely she was as the lily is "white. 

When tlie be mty of morn it wear;»: 

Pure she was as the peifect liglit 
That li\loetli hippy teal's. 

iIo<)rts straigiitway toso from the shadow and cloud, 
W hero the light of her presence kist; 

Yet o\er tiio might of the proudest she rode, 

Like Music, as she list. 

“ Love, rosy clear, in her cheek’s faint dyes. 

Its first sweet bloom just took; 

Love catno tiemblmg up in her eye*'. 

As the stars in a happy brook . 

Be ir 03 es! they were dre ims of lio.i’i eu, with a dance 
Of liglit in their deep rich gloom; 

Whence the smiling hoai t lookt like the golden glance 
From the piusy’s purple bloom. 

4 

O Barling of mine! does sho oAcr think 
Of the old-time thoughtb and things ^ 

O Barling of mine! does she come to diink 
At these "wormwood spirit-springs ? 
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For I sometimes drenm as I bend above^ 

That the kUs of her lips clings there. 

And the fading balm of her breath of love 
Is eloquent in the eCir. 

** If we met unaware, just to ease her heart’s pain. 
Would she fiill on tny bosom and sob ? 

Or would old memories glide through her brain 
With nerer an adde<l throb ? 

Is hor pillow e’er wet in the tlead night-hours ^ 
When the heat of the day is o’er, 

Poes she turn, like me, for a handftil of flowers. 
Into Love’s happy Nevermore ? 

O there is no heart that loves on earth 
But may live to be loved again • 

Some other heart hath the same dear birth. 

And aches with the same sweet pain. 

And Loa e may yet oome with a golden ray 
Shall lighten niy life’s despair : 

But Lo^ e hath no 'M>cond shaft can slay 
The first love nestling Uicre. 

“ In the merry spiing-tide when green buds start, 
Wuigs break from the husk of oaxc. 

And the dead beautj" blossoms again in my heart. 
As I dream of the things that were ■ 

The buried Past lifteth a radiant brow. 

Some phantom-bark toucheth life’s shore : 

And I am borne for from the sorrowful Now, 

Into LoAe’s li *.ppy Nevermoie.” 


All this was but the imagery of Dream ; 

For when the Morn in rostless radiance rose, 
Her breath of beauty palpitating light, 

W itb "clouds of color Bmiling from tiie ground 
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A sparkliiig ecstasy in the blue air ; 

And I with uiarvelline eyes had br^jko the seal 
Of slumber, road the letter of my Dream, 

Lo, (Jharmian was a fair and smiling Woman ! 
And oft the dimple gleamed upon her cheek, 

'Po vanish like a dew-drop in a rose; 

And oft her laugh with reckless richness rung, 
And shook a shower of music-pearls around. 

1 peered into ihe windows of her eyes. 

As one might come by light of day to look 
A down the glade where ho had seen the dance 
Oi‘weird Kives in the night, but finds no trace. 

An aspect of the Graces! who could know 
The wnvathon face that writhed in my Dream ? 

But still, as in my Dream, T see her stivnd, 

T(»o living for a picture in romance, 

Telling th<j wild stern story of her wrongs, 
Holding the great Curse up to Heaven for ever. 
To call God's lightning down, altho' it kill 
Her with her wedded Curse. And in my Dream 
The and queens of prospering love go by, 

And lituQ hoed this Martyr by the way ; 

I'liis poor weak woman trembling 'neath her load 
This life fast fettered to a festering corse; 

Tliis love that bleeds to death at many wounds : 
This passing Tragedy of Soul withiu 
Our live nets of the sense, that breaks its way 
Thro’ human hearts i’ the Theatrf^ of a world. 




oriNrox8 Of the i»re.ss. 


Loiiflon Ti/n/s. 

“ It ia llio })rodiirlioii of a yomi^ man who has 
font^lit Jiis way hi tlio 'IVmplo-gato sword in hand. 
May llio sinniTK'r Jiioriiin^ Ik* fair ns tho spring 
dawn is bviglit !” 


Aihffid i(tn. 

“ Jn liim wo luiYO a gon^iinosongHti'r. Tlo has tho 

truo faculty of criati\i* life.lA*\v [locinsinour 

recent outj;ru\vtli id'^Mjctic lit(‘ratur<* arc finer than 

boiiie of those lo\i*-\(*rsoH.VVe Jiave qiuded 

<‘nough to show tliat lioro is iiiiotlier poet,— and one 
whoso and position as a teacher ami preacher 

olotho him with unusual interest,’' 


n/acl ivoofr.'t Mfrgft' htr. 

** Oekald !MASShV lias already won lor liiiiist'lf u 
f'onsiderahh* name in lyri(‘al ]s>otry, Ih* possesses 
a large share of tho juicJ's stirring inspiration : ho 
lias within him the soul of a po(*t. AVhat he has 
already done — and it is worthy of lugh praise — 
we take hut as an instalment of w'hat he is yet to 


Kdmburgh Renew. 

Mr. Gerald Massey's poems ha\e already gone 
through several editions, and some of them deserve 
tlieiif popnlari ty. Tho most fastidious tastes Vill be 
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UiiOfit olmriiuni with Rii<-h xorscH an tlipso. . . . Tln'iv 

is ft real glow' about all iliat Mr. Masm^y writes.'’ 

London Qunrffrli/ Rnino, 

“ Tlis loAe-]»oetiy is At*ry pure and sw'eet, and 
fre(|ueiitly rivals the most genuine strains ol 
Burns.” 

Spetiator. 

“ That a man strugglingHhrtmgb .such dilhi iilties 
should write w'lth a locility, a melody, an elegarn'o 
of scntiniont, and a breadth oi tiiouglit, quite ecjual 
to any of fair inin<>r pOels, an<l in thest^ resju^ets not 
far short of writers sea'reMy to be reckoned as minor, 
is indeed surprising.” 

( Vi arnhf rs ' s Juu rnal. 

“ Ir the extracts w’e ha^c given do not sniiiee to 
show the promise with whieh this \elume abounds, 
wc must ple,a<l guilty to a misapprebeii'-ion of wliat 
coustituk's poetry of a high Order, full of originality 
and freshness of feeling ” 

Kramincr, 

“ This book eontiins not a few lines and passages 
■which may l>e fairly called immortal verso. We 
it Ouf best letters of recommendation.” . ^ 

* New Yorh IVfbunr, 

** (rKaAin Massey may anticipate a bright career 

amosig the ino<l(*rn inubters of song.None but 

the* sk'rnest or most iiarrow-inmdtd critics wdll 
doubt that (hwald Massey is born for a p«u't. lie 
possesses a teeming imagination, which luxuriates 
in all the glories of the outward unlverstj. Never 
l>cfore were the joys of marriage life sung in sindi 
glowi^ig strains.” 









